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s - ^ 

7* HERB is one minor mystery connected with the various " 
' major mysteries of The Egyptian Cross Mystery^ and that is a 
puzzle which has little, if anything, to do with the story^ 
itself. It might properly be called ** the mystery of a title.” 

' It was brought to my attention by the au^or himself— my 
fiiend, Ellery Qjieen — in a note appended to the manu- _ 
script ; which he had sent on from his little place in Italy 
after mgent solicitations by cable from his very devoted , 
servant. 

The note said, among other things : “ Give ’em hell, J. J. 
This isn*t the usual claptrap on le crime igyptologique. No 
pyramids, no Coptic daggers in the midnight dark of a 
creepy museum, no fellahini no Oriental pooh-bah of any 
sort , in fact, no Egyptology. Why, then, The Egyptian 
Cross Mystetyj you ask ? With, I admit, justification. Well, 
the title is provorative, for one thing ; it positively magne- 
tises me. But if there’s no Egyptian significance ! Ah, there’s 
the beauty of it. Wait and see.” 

T^ical EUeryana, observe ; which, as Ellery’s readers are 
apt to know, are always interesting and often cryptic. 

The investigation' of these appalling murders was one of 
my firiehd’s last jobs. It is the fifth Ellery Qjieen case to be 
presented to the public in 'fiction form. It is composed of 
cjctraordinary elements : a peculiar and unbelievable con- 
coction of ancient religious fanaticisms, a nudist colony, a 
seafarer, a vendettist from the hotbed of Central European 
supentition and violence, an oddly mad “ reincarnated 
god ” of Pharaonic Egypt ... on the surfree a pot-pourri of 
impossible and fantastic in^edients ; in actuahty the back- 
ground of one of the most cunning and -horrible series of 
crimes in modern police annals’.’ 

If you arc disappointed at the absence of that rare old 

' ' It 

‘ I ■ ' 
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codger of a manhunter. Inspector Richard Queen — I 
always insist that Ellery doesn*t half do his father justice — 
let me reassure you. He %vill be back. In The Egyptian Cross 
Mystery^ however, Ellery played a peculiarly lone hand, 
due to certain geographical ramifications of the case. I was 
tempted to request the publisher to recommend an atlas as 
supplementary reading to this novel, or to issue as the' 
firontispiece a map of the United States. It began in West 
Virginia. . . . 

But there I go. After all, this is Ellery’s story. Let lym tell ’ 
it. ~ - 


Rye, N.Y. 
August, 1932. 


J. J. McO. 


PART I : CRUCIFIXION OF A 
SCHOOLMASTER 

** A ^ working knowledge of p^chiatry has been of 
intHduable assistance to me in ny profession of crimi- 
nology.** 


- —Jean Turcot. 



, I : CHRISTMAS IN ARROYQ 

Itbeoanui West Virginia, at the junction of two roads 
half a mile out of the little village of Arroyo, ’ One was 
the main road from New Cumberland to Pughtown, the 
other a branch leading to Arroyo. 

The geography, Ellery Queen saw at once, was impor-' 
tant. He saw' many other things in that first glance, too, 
and felt only coriusion at the contradictory ^nature of the 
e'fddence. Nothing matched. It was necessary to stand off 
and think. 

How Ellery Qjieen, a- cosmopolite, happened to be' 
standing beside a battered old Duesenberg racing-car in the 
muddy cold of the \yest Virginia panhandle at two o’clock 
post nimdiem ,of a late December day requires explanation. 

. ^ - many factors , contrived to bring about this cxtra- 
drdinary phenomenon ! One-nthe primary one-Mvas a 
busman’s, hohday instigated by Inspector Queen, Ellery’s 
fitther. The old man was knee-deep in what might be 
termed a policeman’s convention ; affairs in Chicago as 
£ umal were wretched, and the Commissioner had, mvited 
prominent police officials from major cities to lament with 
him the deplorable lawlessness in his baihwick. 

It was while the Inspector, in rare fettle, was scurrymg 
from his hotel to Chicago’s' police headquarters that Ellery, 
who bad accompanied him, learned of the puzzling crime 
neati Arroyo — a crime which the United Press piquantly 
dubbed “ The T Murder.” There were so many elements 
of, the new^aper. accounts which titillated Ellery — ^the 
&ct,* for example, that Andrew Van had been, beheaded 
and crucified on Christinas morning ! — that he peremp- 
torily yanked his father from the smoky Chicago confer- 
ences and headed the Duesenberg — ^a second-hand relic 
capable of incredible speed — eastwards. , ^ 
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The Inspector, although a dutiful fether, immediately 
surrendered his good-humouTy as might ^^havc been 
expected ; and all the way from Chicago — ^through Toledo, 
through Sandusky, through Cleveland, Ravenna, Lisbon, a ' 
host of Illinois and Ohio tovsTis, until they came to Chester, 
West Virginia— the old man maintained a threatening 
silence, punctuated by Ellery’s sly monologues and the roar 
of the Duesenberg’s exhaust. 

They were through Arroyo before they realised they 
had been in it ; a tiny place of some two hundred souls. 
And . . . the junction. 

The signpost with its crossbar at the top was visible in 
stark silhouette for some distance before the car rolled to a 
stop. For the Arroyo road ended there, meeting the New 
Gumberland-Pughtown highway at right angles. The sign- 
post therefore freed the exit of the Arroyo pike, one arm 
pointing north-east to Pughtown, the other south-west to 
New Cumberland. 

The Inspector growled : ** Go on. Make a fool of yourself. 
Of all the dumb poppycock I Hauling me down here-. . . 

just another crazy murder. ... I won’t be 

Ellery switched off the ignidon-key and strode forward. 
The road was deserted. Touching die steel sky about posed 
die moimteins of West Virginia. Underfoot the dirt was - 
cracked^ and stiff. It was sharply cold, and a keen wind 
blew the tails of Ellery’s overcoat about. And ahead stood 
the signpost upon which Andrew Van, eccentric school- 
master of Arroyo, had been cmdfied. 

The signpost had once been white ; it was now a filthy 
^ey, and it was streaked with encrusted mud. It stood' 
six fret high — its top was on a level with Ellery’s head— 
and its arms were stout and long. It looked for all the world, 

^ as Ellery paused several feet away, like a gigantic letter T. 
He understood now why the U.P. man had christened the 
crime “ The T Minder ” — ^first this signpost in the form of 
^ then the T-shaped cross-roads at the head of which 
tile tignpost stood, and finally the frntastic T swabbed in 
blood on the door of the dead man’s house, which Ellery’s , 
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car li^d~ passed a few hundred feet from the junction of the 
roads. 

. Ellery sighed, and took off his hat. It was not necessarily 
a gesture of reverence ; Jie was, despite the cold and the 
wind, perspiring. He wiped his forehead with a hand- 
“ r kerchief and wondered what madman had committed this 
‘ atrocious, illogical, and completely puzzhng crime. Even 
the body. . . He recollected vividly one of the newspaper 
accounts of the discovery of the corpse, a special piece 
written by a famous Chicago reporter who was practised 
enough in the description of violence : 

.-"The most pitiful Christmas story- of the year was revealed 
to-day when the beheaded body of Andrew Van, 46-year-old 
schoolmaster of the httle West Virginia hamlet of Airoyo was dis- 
covered crucified to the signpost on a lonely cross-roads near the 
r village early Christmas mormng. 

'■ “Four-inch iron spikes had been driven into the upturned 
.^palms of the ^victim, impaling them to the tips of the signpost’s 
weather-beaten arms Two other spikes transfixed the dead man’s 
ankles, which were set close together at the foot o|’ the upright. 
Under the armpits two more spikes had been dnven, supporting 
the' weight of the dead man m such a way that, his head having 
been hacked off, the corpse rwembled nothmg so much as a great 
.letter T. 

“ The signpost formed a T. The cross-roads formed a T. On 
the door of Van’s house, not far from the cross-roads, the murderer 
had scrawled a T in his victim’s blood. And on the signpost the 
mamac’s conception of a human T. . . . 

“ "^y Christmas? Why had the murderer dragged his victim 
three hundred feet from the house to the signpost and crucified 
' die dead<body there ? What is the sigmficance of the T’s ? 

“ Local police are baffled. Van was an eccentric but quiet and 
inoffensive figure. He had no eneimes — and no friends._His only 
intimate was a simple soul named K.ling, who acted as his servant. 
Kling IS missing," and it is said that District Attorney Crumit of 
Hancock County beheves from suppressed evidence that Xhng, 

' too, may have been a victim of the most bloodthirsty madman m 
, the- annsds of modern Amencan crime. . . .’’ 

There had been 'much more in the same vein, including 
details of the unfortunate schoolmaster’s bucohe life in 
Arroyo, the meagre titbits of information gleaned by. police 


l6 THE EGYPTIAN CROSS MYTSTERY 

about the last-lmown movements of Van and Kling, and 
the pompous declarations of the District Attorney. 

Ellery took off his pince-nez eyeglasses, polished them, 
put them on again^ and let his sharp eyes sweep over the ^ 
gruesome rehc. 

In both arms, near the tips of the crossbar, were ja^«i 
holes in the wood where the police had tom out the spikes. 
Each hole was surrounded by a ragged stain of a rusty 
brown colour. Little brown tendrils trickled jfrom the holes, 
where Andrew Van’s blood had dripped from his mutilated 
hands. Where the arms protmded from the upright were 
two other holes, unrimmed ; the spikes which had been 
Nvrenched from these holes had supported the armpits of 
. the corpse. The entire length of the signpost was streaked, 
smeared, runnelled with dried blood, the drippings eman- 
ating from the head of the post, where the raw, gaping 
wound at the base of the victim’s neck had rested. Near the 
bottom of the centre-post there were two holqj not more 
than four inches apart, also ringed in brown blood ;.and 
these holes, where Van’s ahkl^ had been nailed to the wood 
had dribbled blood to the earth in which the signpost was ' 
staked. 

Ellery >valked soberly back to the car, where the Inspector 
waited in a familiar attitude of dejection and irritation, . 
slumped against the leather next to the driver’s seat. ' 
The old man was btmdled to the neck in an ancient 
woollen muffler, and his sharp red nose stuck out like 
a danger-signal. " Well,” he snapped, “ come on. I’m 
frozen.” 

Not the least bit curious ? ” asked Ellery, slipping into 
the driver’s seat ' 

“No!” 

** You’re another.” Ellery started the engine. He grinned 
and the car leaped forward like a greyhound, turned on two 
wheds, ploughed and bumped about in a circle, and shot^ 
off the way it had come, toward Arroyo. 

The Inspector clutched the edge of his seat in mortal ' 
terror. 
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** Qjiiaint id»,” shouted Ellery above the thunder of the ' 
motor. “ Crucrfixion on Christmas Day I ” 

“ Huh,” said the Inspector.^ . 

f " I think,” shouted Ellery, “'I*m going to like this case ! ” 

' ** Drive, dam you ! ” screamed the old man suddenly. 



5, They raced into Arroyo. 

- ** yc-khow,'** muttered the Inspector as Ellery jerked the 
Duesenberg to a stop before a small frame*budding, “ it’s 
■ a shame the' way they do things down here ' Leaving that 
signpost at the scene of the crime ! ” He shook his head ' 
** Whore you going now ^ ” hcrdemanded, his birdhke little 
, grey head cocked on a side. 

, ’ V I-thought you werenlt interested,” said Ellery, jumping 
to' the sidewalk. “ Hi, there ! ” he cried to a muflEled 
- coimtryman in blue denim who was sweeping the sidewalk 
with' a tattered old besom, “ is this the Law in Arroyo ? ” 
The man. gaped stupidly. “ Superfluous question. There’s 
the sign for all the 'world to see. . . ; Come along, you 
, fraud.” 


' It’ was a sleepy little settlement, a handflil of clustered 
buildings. The flame structure at which the Duesenberg 
had stopped looked like one of the false-flont mushroom 
boxes of the old West. Next door there was a general store, 
with a single decrepit gasoline pump before it and a small ' 
garage adjoinmg. The flame building bore a proudly hand- 
lettered sign : 

ARROYO MUNICIPAL HALL 

They found the gentleman they sought asleep at his desk 
• in the rear of the building, behind a door which announced 
him as CONSTABLE. He was a fat, red-faced countryman 
with yellow, bu(^ teeth. 

The Inspector snorted,' and the Coiutable raised heavy 
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]ids. He scratched his head and said in a rusty bass : Ef 
ye’re lookin’ fer hlatt Hollis, he’s out.” - 

Ellery snuled. " We’re looking for Clonstable Luden of 

Arroyo.” 

** Oh LJ’m him. ^Vhat d’ye ^vant ? ” 

Constable,” said Eller^^ impressively, “ let me introduce ' 
you to Inspector Richard Qpeen, head of the Homicide 
Squad of the New York Police Department — ^in the merry 
flesh.” 

“ Who ? ” Constable Luden stared., N’Yawk ?-” 

" As I live and breathe,” said Ellery, stepping on his 

father’s toe. Now, Constable, we want ” 

“ Set,” said Constable. Luden, kicking a chair toward' 
the Inspector, who sniffed and rather delicately sat down. 

. “ This Van business, hey ? Didn’t know you N’Yawkers 
was int’rested. What’s eatin’ ye ? ” 

Ellery produced his cigarette-case and offered it to the 
Constable, who grunted and bit a mouthful off a huge plug 
of tobacco. ** Tell us all about it, Constable.” 

“ Nothin’ to tell. Lots o’ Chicawgo an’ Pittsburgh men - 
been snoopin’ round town. Sort o’ sick of it, m’self.” 

The Inspector sneered. ** Can’t say I blame you. Con- - 
stable.” 

Eflery took a wallet flrom his breast pocket, flipped it 
open, and stared speculatively at the greenbacks inside. _ 
Constable Luden’s drowsy eye brightened. ** Well,” he said 
hastily, “ mebbe I ain’t so sick of it I can’t tell it just once 
ag'in.” 

“ Who foimd the body ” 

“ Ol’ Pete. Ye wouldn’t know’m. Got a shack up in th* 
hiUs some’eres.” . 

** Yes, I know that Wasn’t a fanner involved, also ? ” 

" Mike Orldns. Got a coupla acares dowm off th’ Pugh- 
town pike. Seems" like Orkins was drivin’ his Ford, into 
Arroyo — let’s see ; this is Mond’y — ^yep, Frid’y momin’, - 
’twas . . . Christmas momm’, pretty early. Ol’ Pete, he was 
headed fer Arroyo, too — come do\vn offen^lh’ mountain. - 
Orkiiis ^Yc Pete a hitch. Well, sir, they get to th’ cross-roads. 
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where Orkins has to tifrn-in t’wards Arroyo, an’ there it was. 
; On* th* signpost. Hangin* stiff as a coId-stWage yearlin’ — 
Andrew Van’s ^ody.” ^ 

' “ We saw the post,” said Ellery encouragingly. 

“ Gu^ most a hundred dty people druv out in th’ past 
- few, days to see it,” grumbled Constable Luden. ** Reg’Iar 
trafBc^ problem, I' had. Anyways, Orkins an’ Ol’ Pete^ 
they was both pretty much scared. Both of ’em like to’ve 
feinted.-,.^ 

* ' ' “ Hmpb,” said the Inspector. 

** They didn’t touch the body, of course ?” remarked 
. Ellery. 

Constable Luden wagged his grey head emphatically. 
** Not them ! They druv into Arroyo like th’ devil hisself 
was jiAer ’em, an’ roused me outa Ijed.” 

“ What' time was this. Constable ? ” 

' Constable Luden blushed. ** Eight o’clock, but I’d had a 
' big night night b’fore over to Matt Hollis’s house, an’ I 
' , sorta overslept ” 

' ” You and Mr. Hollis, I think, went immediately to the 
Icross-roads ? ” 

** Yep. Matt — ^he’s our hfeyor, ye know— Matt an’ me, 
we got four o’ th’ boys out an’ druv down. Some mess, he 
_ Van, I mean.” The Constable shook his head. Never 

seen nothin’ like it in all my bom days. An’ on Christmas 
DaCy, too. Blasph’my, I calls it. An’ Van an atheist, 
too.”^ ' ' 

“ Eh ? ” said the Inspector swhdy. His red nose shot out 
. ’ of the iblds of the muffler like a dart. “ An atheist ? What 

d’ye’mean?” 

\ ** Well^ maybe not an atheist cxac’ly,” muttered the 

Constable, looking uncomfortable. ” I’m not much of sr 
churchgoer m’self, but Van, he never went. Parson — well, 

' mebbe I better not talk about that no more.” 

- “ “Remarkable,” said Elloy, turning to his father. 

“ Really remarkable, dad. It certainly looks like the work 
of a religious maniac.” 

“ Yep, that’s what they’re all saym’,” said Constable 


20 THE EGYPTIAN GROSS MYSTERY 

7 A r,' “-Me— I dvumo. I’m jest a country constable. I 

Ltfa ™ suppcS“i?^^& fro«”B.g, . 

“ IS a suspect. TVir;ct»ar T tell ve — ^it’s somebMy 

“Nob’dy that loony, teter. 1 teu ye ns 

,,eidenti. 

“sfe «e“ 

“And what did you 

®°“ Hell let loose,” s^d Constable Luden chewing sav- 
1 Viis cud “ Signs of a ter’ble struggle, all th chairs 
u?:'rbtod“n most^verythin’, tot big T in blo^ on 
th’ tont door th’ papers been mafcm so much about, an _ 

to'inspector. "The servant. Just gone, ‘ 

Wa^^rmhed'&e Constable, scratching his head, “ I 
A„„’t riehtlv Ww. Coroner’s sort o’ taken things out o 
hand! I toow they’re lookin’ fer Kling-an’ I think,” 
te dost^oM eye sloJly, “ I think fer someb’dy els^ too. 
But I can’t say nothin’ about tot,” he added hastily. 

“ Any trace of Kling yet ? ” asked EUery. • 
ft loot’s I know of. Gen’ral alam’s out. Body was taken 
to th’ county-seat, Weirton-that’s deveh-twelve mile 
awav in charge o’ th’ Coroner. Coroner sealed up Van s 
hou2, too. State police are on th’ job, an’ the District 

' Attorney o’ Hancock County.” ^ j ' i •„ i,;. 

Ellery mused, and the Inspector stirred restlessly in ha 

chair. Constable Luden stared with fascination at EUery s, 

the hSid was hacked off,” murmured EUery, at 
last. “ Queer. By an axe, I beUeve ? 
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■* V « 

' , “ Yep. We found th* axe in th’ house. Was Kling’s.'No 
finger-marks.” 

“'And the head itself? ” ' . 

- Constable Lude'n shook his head. “ No sign of it. Guess 
th* crazy murd’rer 'jest took it along as a sort o’ souvenir. 
Haw ! ” 

“"I'think,” said Ellery, putting on his hat, “ that we’ll go, 
dad. Thank you. Constable.” He offered his hand, and the 
Constable took it flabbily. A grin came over his face as he 
felt something pressed into his palm. He was so delighted 
that he forwent his siesta and walked them to the street 
/• 

% t 

. iii: NEW YEAR’S IN WEIRTON 

There was no logical reason for Ellery Qpeen’s per- 
sistent interest in the case of the crucified schoolmaster. 

' He should have been in New York Word had come to 'the 
Inspector that he must cut short his holiday and return 
to Centre Street ; and where the (-'Inspector went, Ellery 
usually .followed. But something in the atmosphere of the 
West Virginia county-seat, a suppressed excitenient that 
filled Weirton’s streets with w^pered rumours, held, him 
there. The Inspector gave up in disgust and entramed for 
New York, Ellery driving him to Pittsburgh. 

“Just what,” demanded the old man, as Ellery tucked 
him into a Pullman seat, “ do you think you’ll accomplish ? 
Gome on — tell me. I -suppose you’ve got it solved already, 

heyr” 

“Now, Inspector,” said Ellery in a soothing voice, 
watch your blood-pressure, I’m merely interested. I’ve 
never run across anything as baldly lunatic as this. I’m 
- going to wait for the mquest. I want to hear that evidence 
Luden hinted at.” 

' “ You’ll come back to New York wdth your tail between 
your ^egs,” predicted the Inspector daikly. 
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« Oh, no doubt,” grinned Ellery. “ At same time, 
IVe quite run out of' fiction ideas, and this thing has so 
many possibilities. . . .” 

They let it go at that. The train pulled out ^nd left 
Ellery standing on the platform of the terminal, free and 
vaguely uneasy. He drove back to Weirton the same 
day. 

This was Tuesday. He had imtil Saturday, the day after 
New Year*s Day, to wheedle what information he could 
from the District Attorney of Hancock County. Disfidct 
Attorney Crumit was a dour old man with shrewd ambi- 
tions and an exaggerated opinion of his own importance. 
Ellery reached the door of his ante-room ; and no amount 
of pleading or cajolery could get him fartlier. The District 
Attorney is busy. The District Attorney can see no one. 
Come back to-morrow. The District Attorney cannot see 
anyone. From New York — Inspector Queen’s son?T*m 
sorry. . . . 

Ellery bit his lip, wandered the streets, and listened with 
tireless cars to the conversation of Weirton’s citizenry. 
Weirton, in die midst of its holly, tinsel, and glittering 
Ghiistmas-trees, was indulging in an orgy of vicarious 
horror. There were remarkably few' women abroad,, and 
no children. Men met hurriedly, stiff-lipped, and discussed 
wa^ and means. There was talk of lynching — & worthy 
purpose which failed because there was no one to lynch. 
Weirton’s police force prowled the streets uneasily. State 
police dashed in and out of town. Occasionally the peaked 
face of District Attorney Crumit fleished in steely vindic- 
tiveness as his automobile darted by. 

In all the hubbub that churned about hirrij Ellery main- 
tained his peace and an inquiring air. On Wednesday he 
made an attempt to see Stapleton, the County Coroner. 
Stapleton was a fat young man in a constant state of 
perspiration , but he was canny, too, and Ellery learned 
nothing from him that he did not already know. ' ' , 

So he devoted the remainmg three days to ferreting out 
what he could about Andrew Van, the victim. It waft 
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incredible how little was known about the man. Few had 
seen him in the flesh ; he had been a retiring gentleman of 
, solitary habits and had rarely visited Weirton. It was 
- ramoured that the villagers of Arroyo had considered him 
an exemplary -teacher- : he had been kmd, although not 
. lenient, to his pupils ; he had rendered satisfactory service, 
'in the opinion of the Arroyo Town Board Moreover, 

, although he had not been a churchgoer, he had been a 
' teetotaller ; and this, it seemed, had cemented his position 
. "in a God-fearing and sober community. 

^ . On Thursday the editor of Weirton*s leading newspaper 
' turned literary. The morrow was New Year’s Day, and it 
was, too -fecund an opportunity to let lie barren. The six 
reverend gendemen who ministered to Weirton’s spiritual 
needs preached their sermons on the front page. Andrew 
Van, ^ey said, had been an ungodly man He who lives 
. in ungodliness shall die in ungodlmess. Yet deeds bom of 
violerice. . . . The editor did not stop there. There was an 
‘ editorial in ten-point bold face. It was firutily dotted with 
/ references to the French Bluebeard, Landru ; to the Maniac 
of Dusseldorf ; to the American bogey, Jack-the-Ripper ; 

' and to many other monsters of fact and fiction — a damty 
titbit served to the good people of Weirton as dessert for 
, - ^ their New Year’s dinners. 

‘ , • • • * * * 

- ' ' The County Court House, where the Coroner’s inquest 

was to be held on Saturday morning, was crowded to the 
doors long before the appointed hour. Ellery sagely had 

- , been /one of the earliest comers, and his seat was in the 

first row, behind the railing. When, at a few moments before 
nine o’clock. Coroner Stapleton himself appeared, Ellery 
"sought him out, exhibited a telegram signed by the Police ' 

' Commissioner of New, York City, and wth this sesame 
secured entrance to the ante-room in which Andrew Van s 

body was laid out. , 

** Corpse is in something of a mess,” wheezed the Coroner. 

“ After all, we couldn’t hold the inquest during Christmas 
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Week, and it*s a good eight days. . . . Body’s been kept in our 
local undertaker’s parlour.” 

Ellery steeled himself and removed the cloth which 
covered the corpse. It was a sickening sight, and he replaced 
the doth quickly. The corpse was that of a large man. 
Where the head had been was nothing-. . . a gaping hole. 

On a table near by lay a man’s garments ; a sober dark 
grey suit, black shoes, a shirt, socks, underdothes — ^aH stiff 
with faded blood. Artides taken from the 'dead man’s' 
dothing — a. pencil, a foimtain-pen, a wallet, a bunch of 
keys, a crumpled packet of dgarettes, some coins, a cheap ' 
watch, an old letter — ^proved, as iar as Hlery could sec, 
utterly uninteresting. Except for the fact-that several of the 
objects were initialled A. V. and the letter — ^from a Pittsburgh 
bookstore — was addressed to Andrew Van^ Esq., there was 
nothing in them likely to be of importance to the inquest. - 
Stapleton turned to introduce a tall, bitten old man who 
had just entered and was staring at Ellery suspidoudy. ' 
Mr Queen — District Attorney Crumit.” 

“ Who ? ” said Crumit sharply. 

Ellery smiled, nodded, and returned to the inquest room. 
Five minutes later Coroner Stapleton rapped with his 
gavel and the packed court-room stilled. The customary 
pre limin aries were hastily disposed of, and Ae 'Coroner - , 
summoned Michael Orkins to the witness-stand. - - 

Orkins lumbered down the aisle followed by whispers and 
eyes He was a Varied, bent old farmer burnt mahogany 
by the sun. He sat down nervously, and folded his big 
hands. 

Mr. Orkins,” wheezed the Coroner, ** tell us how you 
came to find the body of the deceased.” 

The farmer licked his lips. Yes, sir. Was cornin’ into 
Arroyo Frid’y momin’ last in my Ford Jestb’fotelgott’th’ 
Arroyo pike I seen Ol’ Pete, fix»m up th’ moimtain, trampin’ 
m th’ road. Give’m a lift. We come to th’ turnin’ o’ the 
road, an’— an’ there was th’ body, hangm* on th* ^ga- 
post. NaM, it was, by th’ hands, an’ feet.” Orldns’s voice 
broke. We— we beat it lickety-split fer town.” 




' ' ^ t ’ /■ n ^ ^ ^ 
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^ Someone tittered in the audience, and the Coroner' 

' rapped for silence. “ Did you touch the body ? ” 

“ No, sir ! We didn’t even git out o’ th* car.” 

“ All 'right, Mn’'Orldns.” 

The former sighed gustily and pottered back up the aisle, 
mopping his brow with a large red kerchief. 

-/‘Er— Old Pete?” 

_ " There was astir, and in the rear of the court-room a queer '' 
V figure rose. It was that of an erect old man with a bushy 
grey bear^ and overhanging eyebrows. He was dressed in 
tatterdemalion — a remarkable conglomeration of ancient 
garments, tom, dirty, and patched. He shambled down the 
aisle, hesitated, then wagged his head and sat down in the 
"wi^ess-chair. 

The Coroner seemed nettled. ** What’s your ftdl name ? ” « 
“ Hey ? ” The old man stared sideways out of bright 
unseeing eyes. 

' ” Your name ! What is it— Peter what ? ” 

Old Pete shook his head. ” Got no name,” he declared. 

” Old Pete, that’s me. I’m dead, I am. Been dead' twenty 

VMM »» ’ ' ' 

years. 

There was a horrified silence, and Stapleton looked about 
v‘ in bev^derment. A small alert-looking man of middle / 
"age, sitting near the Coroner’s dais, got to his feet. “ It’s 
• sdl right, Mr. Cororier.” 

** Well, Mr. HoUis ? ” 

** It’s all right,” repeated the speaker in a loud voice. 

** He’s dafiy. Old Pete is. Been that wayforyears — eversince 
he popped up in the hills. He’s got a shack somewhere above 
i Arroyo, and comes in every couple of months or so. Does 
. a little trappin’, I guess. Got pretty much the run of 
‘ Arroyo. A regular character, Mr. Coroner.” 

” I see. Thanks, Mr. Hollis.” 

-- The Coroner^ swabbed his fot foce, and the Mayor of 
ArroyoT sat down in a murmur of approval. Old Pete 
' -beamed, and waved a dirty hand'at Matt Hollis. . . . The 
Coroner continued brusquely. The man’s replies were 
vague, but enough was elicited to make formal confirmation ' 
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of Michael OrMns’s story, and the hi l l m an was excused. He 
shuffled back to his seat, blinking. 

Mayor Hollis and Constable Luden rcdted their stories . 
— how they had been roused out of bed by Orkms and ^ 
Old Pete, how they had gone to the cross-roads, identified' 
the corpse, removed the spikes, carted the body off, stopped 
in at Van’s house, viewed Ae shambles there and the 
bloody T on the door. ... - _ 

A fiit ruddy old German was called. Luther Bern- 
heim.” 

He smiled, showed gold teeth, shook his belly, and sat 
do^vn. 

** You own the general store in Arroyo ? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Did you know Andrew Van ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. He bought in my store.” 

“ How long were you acquainted with him ? ” 

“ Ack I Many years. He was a good customer. He always 
paid in cash.” 

“ Did he purdiase his groceries himself? ” 

“ Sometimes. Mostly it was that Kling, his helper. 
always^he came hims pilf to pay bills.” 

“ Was he fiiendly ? ” - ' 

Bemhdm screwed up his eyes. ** Weli . . . yes and no.” 

“ You mean he never got personal, was just pleasant ? ” 

“ Would you say Van was a peculiar man ? ” 

*‘Hah? Oh, yes, yes. F’rinstance, always he ordered 
caviar.” - 

“Caviar?” 

“ Ja. He was my only customer for it. I used to-order 
special for him . AH kinds — Beluga, red, but mostly the 
black, the best kind.” 

"Mx, Bemheim, will you. Mayor Hollis, and Constable 
Luden step into the next room for a formal idenfification of 
the body.” 

^ *^6 Coroner left the stand, followed-by the three Arroyo 
citizens, and there was a buzzing' interlude until they 
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returned. The good storekeeper’s red face was tinged with 
grey, and there was horror in his eyes. 

Ellery Queen sighed. A schoolmaster in a village of two 
' hundred souls ordering ca^ar ! Perhaps Constable Luden 
was shrewder than he appeared ; Van had evidently had a 
more lustrous past than his employment and environment 
indicated. 

The tall spare figure of District Attorney Crumit stuttered 
' “up to the stand. A little thrill ran through the audience.'* 
What had gone before was triflmg ; this was the beginning 
of revelations. 

'** Mr. District Attorney,” said Coroner Stapleton, lean- 
, ing forward tensely, “ have you investigated the background 
- of the" deceased ? ” < 

VYes!” - 

-Ellery slumped lower in his seat ; he disliked the District 
Attorney with vigour, but there were bodmgs in Crumit’s 
firasty eye. 

'** Please relate what you have discovered.” 

' The District Attorney of Hancock County gripped the 
arm of the witness-chair. “Andrew Van appeared in 
Anroyo nine years ago' in answer to an advertisement for 
a village school-teacher. His references and preparation 
Were satisfactory, and he was hired by the Town Board. He 
came with the man Kling, his servant, and rented the 
house on Arroyo"Road in which he lived until the time of 
his death. He performed his teaching duties satisfactorily. 
His conduct during his residence in Arroyo was above re- 
' proach.” Crumit paused impressively. My investigators 
"attempted to trace the man before tds appearance in Ar- 
royo. We have discovered that he had been a public-school 
' te^dier in Pittsburgh before coming to Arroyo.” 

- **"And before that ? ” 

“No trace. But' he was a naturalised citizen of the 
Unit^ States, having been admitted to citizenship in 
- Pittsburgh thirteen years ago. His papers, on file in 
Pittsburgh, give his nationality before naturalisation as 
Armenian, bom in 1885.” 
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Armenian ! thought Ellery, nursing his cWn behind the " 

railing. Not far from Galilee Peculiar thoughts raced 

through his head, and he dismissed them impatiently. 

“You also investigated Kling,- Van^s servant, Mr. 
District Attorney?” 

“Yes. He had been a foundling, cared for by the St. 
Vincent’s Orphanage of Pittsburgh, and on reaching 
maturity he was employed by the Orphanage in a man-of- 
all-work capacity. He lived there all his life. When Andrew 
Van resigned from the Pittsburgh public-school system and 
accepted the Arroyo appointment, he visited the Orphan- 
age and signified his desire to employ a man. Eding had 
been agreeable, it seems, Van investigated him scrupulously, 
expressed himself as satisfied, and tiie two men went to 
Arroyo, where they remained until the time of Van’s 
death.” 

Ellery wondered lazily what motives might impel a man 
to resign a berth in a metropolis like Pittsburgh to accept 
one in a hamlet like Arroyo. A criminal record, desire to 
hide from the police ? Improbable ; concealment came in 
large cities, not in hamlets. No, it was something deeper and 
more obscure, he felt certain ; perhaps rooted in the brain 
of the dead man irremoVably. Some men sought solitude 
after thwarted lives ; this might very well have been the case 
with Andrew Van, caviar-eating schoolmaster of Ac 
Arroyoites. 

“ What sort of man was Kling ? ” asked Stapleton. 

The District Attorney looked bored. “ The Orphanage 
reports him as rather a simple-minded Tnan — ^psychologi- 
cally a moron, I believe they rated him. A harmless 
fellow.” 

“ Did he ever show homicidal tendencies, Mr. Grumit ? ” 

^ , No. He is considered at St. Vincent’s to have been a* 
mild-tempered, rather stolid and stupid man. He was kind 
to the children of the Orphanage. He was humble, content, , 
and respectful to his superiors at the Home.” 

The District Attorney moistened his lips afresh and ap- 
®bout to launch into the promised revelations j but 
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, Coroner Stapleton hastily excused him and recalled the 
Arroyo^ storekeeper. - ■ ' ' 

.“'You knew Kling, Mr. Bernheim ? ” 

\ “Yes, sir.” 

, “ What sort of man was he ? ” 

“ Quiet'. .Of good nature. Dumb, like an ox.” Someone 
laughed, and Stapleton looked annoyed. He leaned for- 
' ward. ' , ' . " 

“Is it true, Mr. Bjernheim, -^that this Kling was well 
knoMm in Arroyo foir his physical strength? ” ' 

. ..-Ellery chuckled to himself. The Coroner was a simple 
soul. ^ . ' . ' - 

Bemheim clucked. “ Ach^ yes. Very strong, that Kling. 
He’ could lift a barrel of sugar ! But he wouldn’t hurt a fly, 

- Mr.* Coroner. I remember once ** « 

“ That’s all,” said Stapleton irritably. “ Mayor Hollis, 

' please take the stand again.” , 

- Matt Hollis beamed. He was an oily little man, Ellery 
decided.' ' 

, ' “ You are head of the Town Board, Mayor Hollis ? ” 

Yep ! ^ 

“ Tell the Jury what you know about Andrew Van.” - 
V Always gave satisfaction. Had nothin’ to do with any 
one. Sort of studious feller. He kept to the fine house I , 
rented him outside of school hours, off by himself. Some 
thought him stuck up, and others a fiuriner, but not me ” 
The Mayor looked sententious. “Just quiet, that’s' all. Not 
neighbourly? Well, that was his business. If he didn’t 
; want to join me and Constable Luden^ on a fishin’ trip, ‘ 
that was his business, too.” Hollis smiled and nodded. 
“And he spoke -perfect English, like you or -me, Mr. 
Coroner.” - - 

“ Did lie ever have visitors, as far as you know ? ” 

' ' “ No. But of course I can’t say for sure. Funny feller, 
though,” continued the 'Mayor thoughtfully. “ Couple of 
times when I was goin’ to Pittsburgh on business he asked 
me to buy books for him — queer books', they were, high- ' 
falutin’ stuff. Philosophy, hist’ry, about the stars and such.” 
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“Yes, yes, very interesting, Mr. Hollis. Now, you’re 
the Arroyo banker, aren’t you ’ ” 

“ Yes, I am that ” Mayor Hollis blushed, and looked 
modestly down at his small feet. Ellery gathered, from the 
Mayorls expression, that he was just about every thing in the 
town of Arroyo. 

“ Did Andrew Van have an account in your bank ? ” 

' “ He did not. He used to collect his salary regular, in 
cash, but I don’t think he ever banked it anywhere be- 
cause I asked him a couple of times — you know how it is ; 
business is business — ^and he said he kept his money 
in the house.’’ Hollis shrugged. “Didn’t trust banks, 
he said. Well, every man to his taste. I’m not one to 
argue ” 

Was this generally known in Arroyo ? ” 

Hollis hesitated. “ We-ell, maybe I did mention it aroxmd 
some. I guess most everybody in town knew of this queer 
kink of the school-teacher’s.” 

The Mayor was waved off the stand, and Constable 
Luden was recalled. The Constable came up stifllyi as . 
one who has his own ideas about how such tl^gs should 
be conducted. 

“ You searched Andrew Van’s house. Constable, the * 
morning of Friday, December tiie twenty-fifth ? *’ 

“ Right.” 

“ Did you find any money ? ” 

“Nope.” 

Gasps broke out through the room. Robbery I EUcry 
frowned. There was no rhyme nor reason to any of it.^ First - 
a Clime with all the earmarks of religious mania, and then 
a theft of money. The two did not blend. He leaned for- 
ward. ... A man was carrying something to the dais. It 
was a cheap battered green tin box. Its hasp was badly 
twisted, and the puny lock hung limply. The Coroner took 
it from the attendant, opened it, held it upside down. Tt 
was empty. 

** Constable, do you recognise this green tin box ? ” 

Luden sniffed. ** I’ll say,** he ssdd in his rusty ban. ' 
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'** Found' it jest like that in Van’s house. It’s his money- 
'bOT,*aIl right.” 

-The Coroner held it, up to the jury of countr^en 
who, were craning at it. ** The. Coroner’s Jury will 
please observe this article of evidence. . . . All right, 
Constable. Will the Postmaster of Arroyo please take the 
stand ? ” 

A weazened little old man hopped up to^the witness-. 
’ > chair. \ 

Did Andrew Van receive much mail ? ” 

" Nope/’-^shrilled the Postmaster. “ ’Ceptin’ advertisin’ 
lit’rachoor, hardly ever.” 

** Was there any letter or package during the week pre- 
ceding his death ? ” 

' "Nope!” 

- , “ Did he send letters often ?” 

. " Nope. Jest a couple onct in a while. None fer three- 
four naonths now,” 

' Dr. Strang, the Coroner’s Physician, was surmnoned. 
At mention of his name the'spectators whispered frantic- 
ally. 'He was a seedy man with a' mournful look; and 
' he slouched down the aisle as if he had the time ih'the 
World. - * ' 

, When he was seated, the Coroner asked : " Dr. Strang, 

' ^when did you first examine the body of the deceased ? ” 

“ Two, hours after its discovery.” 

“ Can you fix for the Jury the approximate time of 
death?.” - 

- 1 

" Yes. I should say the man had been dead between six 
' ,and eight hours when he was found at the cross-roads.” ^ 

" That would set the murder at some time aroimd nud- 
' night of -Christmas Eve ? ” 

" That’s right.”' 

“ Can you give the Jury further details about the condi- 
' tion of the corpse which mights be pertinent to this in- 
quiry ? ” 

-EUcry .smiled. Coroner i^tapleton had worked himself 
' into a fine fetde ; his language was sublimely official, and 
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the spectators, to judge firom their open mouths, were 

properly impressed. ■ ' 

Dr. Strang crossed his legs and said in a bored voice,: 
” No marks on the body other than the raw wound at the 
neck where the head had been severed, and the nail-holes 


in hands and feet.” 

The Coroner half-rose and plumped his belly over the 
^ edge of the desk, “ Dr. Strang,*’ he asked hoarsely, “ what 
is your conclusion from this fact ? ” 

” That the deceased was probably struck over the head, 
or shot in the head, since there are no other marks of 
violence on his body.” 

Ellery nodded ; this sad-looking country doctor had a 
head on his shoulders. 

“ It’s my opinion,” continued the Coroner’s Physician, 
“ that the victim was already dead when the head ' was 
cut off. From the nature of the wound" left at the base 
of the neck, a very sharp instrument must have been 
wielded.” 

The Coroner picked up a carefiiUy bedded object on the 
desk before him and hdd it up. It was a long-handled, 
wicked-looking axe, its blade winking where there was 
no blood. “Would you say that this weapon. Dr. 
Strang, could have severed Ac victim’s head from his 
body?” 

“Yes.” 

The Coroner turned to the Jury. ** This ^exhibit was 
found in the back kitchen of Andrew Van’s hous^ on the 
floor, where the murder was committed. Let me call to 
your attention, gditlemen, that there are no fingerprints 
on the weapon, showing that the murderer had either worn 
gloves or ydped the axe clean of prints after using. This 
axe has been established as the property of the deceased,' 
and "Was habitually kept in the kitchen, normally being used 
by the missing Kling to chop firewood. . . . That’s all. 
Dr. Stmng. Colonel Pickett, ^vilI you please come to tTn*. 
stand?” 


The head of the West Virginia State Police complied— 
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a tall, soldierly-looking man. “ Colonel Pickett, what have 
you to report ? ”' 

- “ Thorough search of the vicinity of Arroyo,*’ said the 
Colonel in a machine-gun voice, “ fails to turn up the head 
of the murdered man. No trace of the missing servant Khng 

. has been found. A description of Khng has been sent to all 
neighbouring States and he is being watched for.” 

' "T believe you have been m charge of the mvestiga- 
tion relative to the last-known movements of both the 
deceased and the missing man. Colonel. What have you 
discovered ? ” 

“ Andrew Van was last seen at four o’clock on the after-, 
noon of Thursday, December twenty-fourth. He visited the 
house ofMrs. Rebecca Traub, a resident of Arroyo, to warn 
her that her son Wilham, a pupil in his school, was falling 
behind in his studies. Then he went away and no one, as 
far as we can find, saw him alive again.” 

. “AndKIing?” 

“ Eding was last seen by Timothy Traynor, a farmer 
between Arroyo and Pughtown, the same afternoon at a 

- little, past four. He bought a bushel of potatoes, paid for 
it in cash, and lugged it away on his shoulder.” 

' Was the bushel of potatoes found on Van’s premises ? 
This might be important. Colonel, in deternunmg whether 
Khng ever reached the house.” 

“ Yes Untouched, and identified by Traynor as the one 
- Ifought firom him that afternoon.” 

“ Have’ you anything else to report ? ” 

Colonel Pickett looked around at the court-room before 
replying. His mouth was like a trap as he said grimly : 

“ I certainly have ! ” . 

The court-room became still as death Ellery smiled 
wearily ; the revelations had arrived. Colonel Pickett 
leaned over to whisper something into the Coroner’s ear. ; 
Stapleton blinked, smiled, wiped his fat cheeks, and nodded. 
The spectators too sensed the coming event, and twisted 
in their seats. Pickett signalled quietly to someone at the 
rear of the room. 

Bm 
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A tall trooper appeared, grasping the arm of an amazing 
individual ; a little old man witih unkempt long brown hair 
and a shaggy blown beard. He had small glittering eyes, 
the eyes of a fanatic. His skin was the colour of dirty bronzd, 
wrinMed and battered by sun and wind as if he had lived 
outdoors all his life. He >vas dressed — ^Ellery’s eyes narrowed 
— ^in mud-encrusted khaki shorts and an old grey turtle- 
neck s^veater. On his bare brown feet ropy with grey veins 
he wore a curious pair of sandals. And in his hand he carried 
a remarkable' object — a wand-like rod topped by a crude 
representation of a snake, apparendy hand made by a poor 
craftsman. 

There was instant hubbub, a burst of laughter, and the 
Coroner rapped like a madman for order. 

Behmd the trooper and his fantastic charge shuffled a 
wlute-feced young man in oil-spattered overalls That he 
was well known to most of the spectators was evident, for 
hands furtively reached out as he passed and patted him 
encouragingly, while spectators throughout the room 
pointed openly at his shrinking figure. 

The three passed through the gateway of the raihng and 
sat down. The br^wn-bearded old man was plainly in the 
grip of terrible fear j his eyes rolled, and his thin brown 
hands clenched and unclenched convulsively about the odd 
baton he carried. 

" Caspar Croker to the stand ! ’* 

The white-faced yoimg man in the oily overalls gulped, 
rose, and took ffle stand. '- 

** You operate a garage and gas-station on Main Street, 
Weirton ? ” demanded the Coroner. 

" Why, sure. You know me, Mr. ” 

Answer my question, please,” said Stapleton sternly. 

“ Relate to the Jury what occurred about eleven o*clo^ 
at mght of Christmas Eve.” 

Croker drew a deep breath, looked around ^as if for a , 
last friendly eye, and said : ” I closed my garage Christmas 
^wanted to celebrate. I live in a house right back of 
my garage. Eleven that night, while I was sittin’ in my 
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front rooTn^'-with the wife, I heard an awful poiindm’ and 
racket outside somewhere. Seemed like it was cornin’ from 
my garage, so I ran out. Dark a$ old fury it was, too.” He 
gulped again, and resumed quickly. “ Well, it was a man 
out there hammering on^my garage door. When he saw 
me-^ ” ' - 

“ Just a minute, Mr. Croker. How was he dressed ? ” ' 
The garage-man shrugged. “ Dark, an’ I couldn’t make 
put. _^Didn’t have no reason to take particular notice, any- 
ways.” 

‘ “ Did you get a good look at the man’s face ? ” 

** Yes, sir. He. was standin’ under my night light Bundled 
up, he was — ^pretty cold at that — ^but it seemed to me like 
he didn’t want to’' be recognised. Anyways, I seen he was 
clean-shaved, dark, and kmd of furrin-lookin’, though he 
talked good bid American.” 

' “ How old would you say he was ? ” 

“ Oh, in his middle thirties, maybe more, maybe less. 
Hard to say ” 

“What did he want?” 

He wanted to hire a car to take him to Arroyo.” 
Ellery could hear the asthmatic breathing of a stout man 
in the row behind him, it was so still in the court-room. ' 
They were tense', sitting on the edges of their seats. 

“ What happened ? ” asked the Coroner 
“ Well,” replied Croker, widi more assurance, “ I didn’t 
like the idea much — ^here it was eleven o’clock Christmas 
Eve, an’ my wife was alone an’ all. But he pulls out a wallet 
^an’ he says • ‘ I’ll give you ten-doUars to drive me over ’ 
Well,' sir, that’s a lot o’ money to a poor man like me an* 

I says . ‘ Okay, stranger, you’re on.’ ” 

“ You drove him down ? ” ' 

, “ Yes, sir, I did. I went back to get my coat, told the 
wife I’d be away a half-hour or so, came back, took but my 
old ’bus, "and he climbed m an’ off we went I asked him 
where he wanted to go in Arroyo, an’ he said . * Isn’t there 
a place where the Arroyo road meets the New Cumberland- 
Pughtown road ? ’ 1 says: *Yes, there is.’ He says ; * Well 
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that’s whefe I want to go.’ I drove him down there, he got ' 
out, give me the ten-spot, an* I turned the car around and , ^ 
beat It for home. Felt Mnd of shivery an’ scary anyways.” 

“ Did you see what he did as you left ? ” 

Croker nodded emphatically. “ I was watchin* over ' ^ 
my shoulder. Damn near run into a ditch. He took ' 
the fork t’wards Arroyo, on foot. He limped pretty bad, , ' 
siir* 

There was a gasp from the brown-bearded eccentric . 
seated by the trooper ; his eyes roved wildly as if seeking 
an avenue of escape. 

“Whichfoot, Mr. Croker?” '' !. 

** Well, he sort o* favoured his left leg. Put all his weight- , 
on the right” 

“ That’s the last you saw of him ? ” * ” 

“ Yes, sir. An’ the first. Never did see him before that 
night.” < 

“That’s all.” 

Gratefully, Croker left the witness-chair and hurried up 
- the -aisle toward the door. 

* si 

“ Now,” said Coroner Stapleton, transfixing the brown- 
bearded httle man, who was cowering in the chair, with r 
his beady eye. “ You, there Come to the stand.” 

The trooper rose and hauled Brown-Beard to his feet, 
prodding him forward. The little man went unresistingly, 
but there was panic in his mad eyes and he kept shrinking 
back. The trooper plumped him unceremomously in the ~ 
witness-chair and returned to his own seat. 

“ What’s your name ? ” demanded Coroner Stapleton. 

A shout of laughter went up from the spectators as the , 
fill! oddity of the man’s dress and appearance burst upon 
them from the vantage-point of the witness-chairi It was 
a long time before order was restored, during which the 
^'^tness licked his hps and swayed from side to side, mum- 
bling to himself. Ellery got the startling feeling that the 
man was praying ; praying — ^it was ' shocking — ^to the 
wooden snake on the tip of the wand. . ^ ' 

Stapleton nervously repeated the question The man held 
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. the rod at arm’s length, threw back his skinny shoulders, 
' seenaing to summon a reserve of strength and 'dignity from 
jthe posture,looked directly into Stapleton’s eyes and' said, 
in a clear shrill voice : I am he who is called Harakht, 
^ god of the midday sun. Jla-Harakht, the falcon • ” 

There was a stunned silence. Coroner Stapleton blinked 
and recoiled as if sorneone had suddenly uttered gibberish 
.threats in his presence. The audience gaped, and then burst 
" -into hysterical laughter — ^animated not by derision this 
, time, but by a nameless fear. There was something dreadful 
' and eerie 'about this man ; he emanated an earnestness too 
maniaral to be assumed. 

*-* WhO'^ ” asked the Coroner weakly 
The man who called him^lf Harakht folded his arms 
across his scrawny chest, the wand clutched firmly before 
him, and did not deign to reply. 

Stapleton swabbed his cheeks and seemed at a loss how to 
continue. . “Er — ^what is your busings, Mr — ^Mr. 
Harakht ? ” 

1 Ellery sank lower into his seat and blushed for the Coro- 
ner.- The scene grew painful. 

' ^ ‘HaralAt said from stiff stern hps • “ I am the Healer 
of the Weak I make ill bodies well and strong. I am he 
who sails Manzet, the' Bark of the Dawn. I am he who sails 
Mesenkthj the Bark of the Dusk." Some call me Horus, god 
of the horizons. 1 am son of Nut, goddess of the sky, wife of 
'Qeb^ mother of Isis and Osins. I am the supreme god of 

Memphis I am one with Etom ” 

' Stop • ” cried the Coroner. “ Colonel Pickett, for God’s 
sake, what is this ? I thought you said this lunatic had 
something of importance to contribute to the inquest ! 

? - 

The chief of the State pohee rose humedly. The man 
; who called himself Harakht waited calmly, his first terror 
completely gone, as if in the recesses of his twisted bram he 
r realised that he was master of the situation 

“ Sorry, Mr. Coroner,” said the Colonel quickly. “'I 
should have warned you. This man isn’t all there. I think 
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I’d better tell you and the Jury what he does, and then you 
rji-n ask more direct questions. He runs a sort of medicine- 
show — nutty sort of thing, all painted up with suns and 
stars and moons and queer draivings of Egyptian Pharaohs. 
Seems he believes he’s the sun, or something. He’s harm- _ 
less. Travels around m an old horse-and-wagon, like a 
g^qisy, from town to town. He’s been going through Illinois, 
Indiana, Ohio, and West Virginia preaching and selling a 

medicinal cure-all that puts hair ~ 

" It IS the elixir of youth,” said Harakht gravely. 

** Bottled light of the sun. I am the appointed, and I 
preach the gospel of solarity. I am Mentu, and Atmu, 
and ” 

“ It’s just pMn cod-liver oil, as far as I can tell,” ex- 
plained Colonel Pickett with a grin. “ Nobody know’s his 
real name ; I think he’s forgotten it himself” 

” Thati you. Colonel,” said the Coroner with dignity. . . . 
Ellery sat in his hard seat thrilled to the marrow by a 
sudden &coveiy’. He had recognised the poorly made 
emblem m the madman’s hand. It ^vas the ur<^, serpent 
sceptre of the chief divinity of the ancient Egyptians and of 
their god-descended kings. At first he had been indined to 
think it a makeshift caduceus, from the snake design ; but 
the emblem of Mercury always included wings, and this, as 
he saw by straining his eyes, had a crude solar disc sur- 
mounting the serpent or serpents. . . . Pharaonic Egypt ! 
Some of the names which had fallen from the mouth-of this 
engaging httle madman had been famihar : Horus,*Nut, 
Isis, Osins. The others, while strange, had an Egyptian^ , 
flavour, . . . Ellery sat up very straight. 

** Er — ^Harakht, or whatever you call yourself,’! . the 
Coroner was saying, “ have you heard the testimony of 
Caspar Croker concerning a dark, clean-shaven man with 
a lunp ? ” 

A more rational look came into the bearded man’s eyes, ~ 
and with it a return of that lurking fear. The— the man' 
W’ith a hm^,” he faltered. “ Yes ” 

“ Do ycru recognise anyone by this description ? ” 
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. Hesitation. Then — ".Yes ” 

- Ah.,’ ” said the Goronerj sighing. “ Now, Harakht, we’re 
getting somewhere.” His tone was gay and friendly. “ Who 
IS this man and how do you know him ? ” 

_"'He is my p’riest.” 

- “ Priest ! ” Little mutters went up from the^ throng, and 
Ellery heard the stout man behmd him say : " Damn’ 
blasphemy, by. God ! ” 

“ You mean he’s your — ^assistant ? ” 

' ■“ He is my disciple. My priest. High priest of Horns.” 

■ “ Yes, yes,’i said Stapleton hastily. “ What’s his name ? ” 

; - Velja- Krosac ” '' 

Khmn,” said the Coroner with a frown. “ Foreign 
name, eh ? -Armenian ” he shot at the brown-bearded 
little man. 

“ There Is no nation but Egypt,” said Harakht quiedy. 
l‘-.;Well ! ” Stapleton glared. " How do you speU that , 
name ? ” - 

Colonel Pickett said : " We’ve got all that, Mr. Stapleton. 
It’s V-e-l-j-a K-r-o-s-a-c. We found it on some papers 
in -this man’s caboose ” 

"Where is this Vel — Velja Krosac demanded the 
Coroner. 

Harakht shrugged. He has gone away.” 'But Ellery 
saw the ghnt of pamc in the staring htde eyes 
< " When ? ” 

He shrugged again. 

, -Colonel Pickett stepped into the breach once more. 

- " Maybe I’d better tell it, Mr. Stapleton, and expedite the 
business of the mquest. Krosac’s always kept himself under 
cover, as far as we could find out. Couple of years now that 
he’s been with this man Mysterious sort offelloW. Acted as 
, business manager and advertismg agent, sort of, letting 
Harakht here take care of the hokum. Harakht pidced him 
up out West somewhere. The last time Eirosac was with 
Harakht was Christmas Eve They’d been camped up near 
'Holliday’s Cove ” — z. few miles from Weirton ; Ellery re- 
membered certain signposts. “ ELrosac went off around ten 
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o’clock or so, and that’s the last mat’s-His-Name claims 
to have seen of him. The times match, all right.” 

“ You’ve found no trace of this Krosac ? ” 

The Colonel looked irritated. “ Not yet,” he snapped . 

** Disappeared as if the earth swallowed him. But we’ll find 
him. He can’t get away We’ve sent out descriptions of him 
and KJing.” . / 

“ Harakht,” said the Coroner, “ have you ever been in 
Arroyo ? ” 

“ Arroyo ? No ” 

“ They never got that far north in West Virginia,” ex- 
plained the Colonel. 

“ What do you know about Krosac ? ” 

“ He is a true behever,” asserted Harakht deliberately. , 
“ He worships at the altar with reverence. He partakes of 
kuphi and hears the holy writings with high spirit. He is* 

the pride and the glory ” 

" Oh, all right,” said the Coroner wearily. " Take him 
away. Trooper.” 

The trooper grinned, rose, grasped Brown-Beard’s skinny 
arm, and hauled him off the stand. The Coroner heaved 
a sigh of relief as the two disappeared in the crowd. 

Ellery echoed the sigh. His father had been right. It 
looked ve^much as if he were due to return to New York, 
if not precisely with his tail between his legs, at least with 
a hangdog look about him. The entire proceeding was so' 
insane, the affair so incomprehensible, so impervious to 
logic, that it hinged bn farce. And yet — there was that 
brutally mutilated body,, crucified to . . . 

Crucified! He started, almost with an audible gasp. 
Crucifixion — ^ancient Egypt. Where had he run across that 
odd fact ... ^ 

The inquest proceeded siviftly. Colonel Pickett produced 
a number of articles which he had found in Harakht’s 
wagon and which Harakht had' said belonged to Krosac. 
They were inconsequential, of no' value either mtrinsically 
or as possible clues to the man’s background or identity. 
There had been no photograph of Krosac, as the Coroner 
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tinted out to the Jury — a. fact -vvluch made the appre- 
. hension of the' man even more difficult. To augment the 
^ di0iculties, there were no samples available of the man’s 
handwriting. 

- ' Other witnesses were called. Small points were brought 
, out.''Nor one could'be found who had had Andrew Van’s 
.house under observation on Christmas Eve, nor who saw 
^ Kmsac after Groker'the garage-man left him at tlic cross- 
' -roads. Van’s house was the only dwelling in the vicinity 

- ' of the cross-roads, and no one had passed by that night. . . . 

’ The' spike’s found in Van’s crucified body had come from 

' ‘ “ his own tool-box, usually kept in his kitchen-pantry. They , 
.had been purchased by KHng from Storekeeper Bernheim 

- long , before, it was revealed ; many of them having been 
used in the construction of a woodshed 

' ' . Ellery came to a consciousness of his surroundings just as 
! Coroner Stapleton was rising to his feet. “ Gentlemen of 
the Jury,” the Coroner was saying, “ you have heard the- 

proceedings of this inqu ” . ^ 

u' Ellery leaped to his feet. Stapleton stopped to look. 

, - around, annoyed at the interniption , “ Yes, Mr. Queen? 

You’re .interfering iVith the business of the 

' “ One moment, Mr. Stapleton,” said Ellery quickly, 

■ before you address the Coroner’s Jiuy. There is in my 
possession a fact which it seems to me is pertinent to your - 
inquiry.-” 

^ ■> " What’s that ? ” cried District Attorney Crumit, starting 
from his seat “A new fact?” 

Not a new fact, Mr. District Attorney,” replied Ellery, 

' s milin g. “ A very old one. More ancient than the Christian 

- -religion.’’ - 

r “ Here,” said Coroner Stapleton — the audience was 
' ' . craning and whispenng, and the Jury had risen from their 
seats to stare at this unexpected witness — “’what are .you 
= getting at, Mr. Queen ? What’s thc'Christian religion got to 
do ‘with it ? ” 

“ Nothing — hope.” Ellery levelled Ms pince-nez at the 
Coroner. “ The most .significant feature of this horrible 
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crime,” he said severely, “ if I may be permitted to say so, 
has not been touched upon at all in this inquest. I -refer to 
the fact that the murderer, whoever he was, deliberately 
went out of his way to plaster the letter or symbol Taround 
the scene of his crime. The T shape of the cross-roads. The 
T shape of the signpost. The T shape of the corpse. The 
T scrawled in blood on the victim’s front door. All these 
things have been commented, upon in the Press — and 
rightly so ” 

“^Yes, yes,” interrupted District Attorney Grumit with 
a sneer, ** we know all that. Where’s your fac^ though ? ” ^ 
“ Here.” Ellery stared at him hard, and Grumit flushed 
and sat down. “ I fail to see the connection — confess to 
complete beudlderment — ^but do you know that the symbol 
T may quite possibly not refer to the alphabet at all ? ” 

“ What do you mean, Mr. Queen ? ” asked Goroner 
Stapleton anxiously. 

“ I mean that the symbol T has a religious significance.” 
” Religious significance ? ” repeated Stapleton. 

A portly old gentleman wearing a clerical collar rose 
from the thick of the audience. If I may make so bold,” 
he said sharply, “ to interrupt the learned speaker — am 
a minis ter of the gospel, and I have never heard of a 
religious significance embodied in the symbol T ! ” 
Someone cried . That’s tellin’ Parson I ” and the 
minister blushed and sat down. 

Ellery smiled. “ If I may contradict the learned dominie, 
its sig nifi cance is this : There is one cross among the many 
religious symbols which takes the shape of a T. It is called 
the tau cross, or crux commissa.'* 

The minister started from his seat. ** Ye s, ”, he ' cried, 
** that’s true. But it isn’t originally a Ghristian cross, sir. 
It T^^as a pagan sign ! ” 

Ellery chuckled. ** Exactly, sir. And wasn’t the Greek 
cross in use by pre-Ghnstian peoples for centuries before the 
Christian era ? The tau antedates the familiar Greek cross 
by many hundreds of years. It’s thought by some to have 
been a phallic symbol in origin. . . . But the point is this.” ' 
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They waited in bated silence as he paused and drew a 
breath. Then he levelled 'his pince-nez at the' Coroner again 
and said crisply : “ The tauy or T, cross is not its only name. • 
It' is ' soinetimes called” — he paused, , and concluded 
quietly — “.the Egyptian cross ! ” 



PART II: CRUCIFIXION OF A 
MILLIONAIRE 

“ When a cnme is committed by a non-habitual criminal, 
that 15 the time for the policeman to watch out None of 
the rules he has learned will apply, and the information 
he has amassed through years of studying the underworld 
becomes so much dead wood." 


— ^Danilo Rieka. 



3; PROFESSOR YARDLEY 


And that was. all. Extraordinary, incredible — ^but it 
died there. The cryptic connection which Ellery Queen 
pointed out to the Weirton populace deepened rather than 
lightened the mystery. As for himself, he could see no 
, solution. He consoled himself with the thought that one 
could scarcely apply logic to the divagations of a madman. 

sif the problem was too much for him, it was certainly 
too much for Coroner Stapleton, District Attorney Crumit, 
Colonel Pickett, the Coroner’s Jury, the citizens of Arroyo 
and 'Weirton, and the scores of newspapermen who had 
flocked to town on the day of the inquest. Directed by the 
Goronerf who sternly resisted the temptation to leap to the 
obvious' but unsupported solution, the Jury scratched its 
collective head and brought in a verdict of death at the 
hands of person or persons unknown.” The newspaper- 
men prowled about for a day or so, Colonel Pickett and 
District Attorney Crumit went about in ever slowing circles, 
and finally the case died in the Press — a death-warrant 
indeed. 

Ellery returned to New York with a philosophic shrug. 
He was inchned to believe, the longer he. mulled over the 
problem, that the explanation was after all simple. There 
was no reason, he. felt, to doubt the overwhelming indica- 
tions- of the evidence. Circumstantial, to be sure, but 
positive in their indications. There was a man by the name 
of Velja Ki-osac, an English-speakmg foreigner, something 
of a charlatan, who for dark reasons of his own had planned, 
sought, and finally taken the hfe of a country schoolmaster, 
also- foreign-bom The method, while interesting fix)m the , 
criminological standpoint, was not necessarily important 
It was the horrible but comprehensible expression of a mind 
buckled by the strange fires of maniac psychology. What lay 
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behind— what sordid story of fancied wrong or religious 
fenatidsm or blood-demanding vengeance — ^wotdd prob- „ 
ably never be kno%vn. Ejosac, his gruesome mission accom- 
plished, would naturally vanish, and perhaps even now 
was on the high seas, bound for his native country. Klihg, . 
the manservant ? Undoubtedly the innocent victim, caught 
betvreen two fires, done away with by the executioner 
becaiise he had witnessed the crime or caught a glimpse of 
the murderer’s face. Kling represented in all likelihood a ’ 
bridge that Krosac felt compelled to bum behind him. 
After all, a man who did not shrink firom severing a human 
head merely to illustrate in broken flesh the symbol of his 
revenge would hardly turn squeamish at the necessity” of 
killing an unexpected danger to his own safety. 

And so Ellery returned to New York to accept the slurewd 
twigging of the Inspector. 

“ I’m not going to say ‘ I told you so,* ** chuckled the old 
man over the dinner table on the night of Ellery’s return, 

“ but I want to point out a moral.” 

“ Do,” murmured Ellery, attacking a chop. 

The moral is : Murder is murder, and ninety-nine and 
nine-tenths per cent of the murders committed anywhere 
on the foce of the globe, you yoimg idiot are as easy as 
pie to explain. Nothing fency, you understand.” The 
Inspector beamed. ** I don’t know what in time you expected 
to accomplish down in that God-forsaken country, but 
any flatfoot poimding a beat could have told you the- 
answer.” 

Ellery laid down his fork. “ But logic 

“ Mumbo-jumbo ! ” snorted the Inspector. ” Go on and 
get some sleep.” 


Six months passed, during which Ellery completely for- 
got the bizarre events of the Arroyo murder.- There were 
things to do. New York, unlike its kin in Pennsvivania, 
was not exactly a city of brotherly love ^ homicides w'ere . 
plentiful ’ the Inspector dashed about in an ecstasy of 
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investigation, and Ellery trailed along, contributing his 
peculiar faculties to those cases which piqued his interest 
, It was not until June, six months after the crucifixion of 
Andrew Van in West Virginia, that the Arroyo murder 
was forcibly brought back to his mind. 

It was on Wednesday, the twenty-second of the month, 
that the spark was touched off Ellery and Inspector Queen 
were at breakfast when the door bell rang ; and Djuna, the 
Queen’s boy-of-all-work, answered the door to find a mes- 
senger there with a telegram for Ellery. 

“ Queer,” said Ellery, tearmg open the yellow envelope. 

“ W^ho the deuce could be wiring me this ^rly in the 
morning ^ ” 

“ Who’s It from »* ” mumbled the old man out of a mouth 
full of toast 

** It’s from ” Ellery unfolded the message and glanced 

down" at tlie typed signature. “ From Yardley ! ” he cried, 
in vast surprise. He grinned at his father. “ Professor 
Yardley. You' remember, dad. On6 of my profs at the - 
University,” 

“ Sure I do. The Ancient History feller, hey ? Stayed 
“With us one' week-end when he came into New York Ugly 
chap mth chin-whiskers, as I recall.” 

, “ One of the best They don’t make ’em that way any 
more,” said Ellery “ God, it’s years since I’ve heard ftom 

.him • Why on earth should he ” 

I’d suggest,” said the old man mildly, “ that you read 
the message. That’s generally the way to find out why a 
-]|Scrson writes to you In some ways, my son, you’re thidcer 
than mud ” 

The twinkle in ^ his eye disappeared as he watched 
Ellery’s face. That gentleman’s jaw had dropped percep- 
tibly. 

” What’s the matter ^ ” asked the Inspector m haste. 

- ** Somebody died He still preserved the middle-class 
superstition that telegrams boded no good. 

Ellery tossed the yellow slip across the, table, jumped 
from his chair, hurled his napkin at Djuna, and dashed 
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into the bedroom, flinging off his dressing-gown as he 
went. 

The Inspector read : 

THODGHT AFTER ALL THESE YEARS YOU MGHT LIKE 
TO COMBINE BUSINESS "WITH PLEASURE STOP WHY "NOT 
PAY ME THAT LONG DEFERRED VTSIT STOP YOU %VILL 
FIND NICE JUICY MURDER ACROSS THE ROAD FROM MY 
SHACK STOP HAPPENED THIS VERY MORNING AND LOCAL - 
GENDARMES STILL ARRIVING STOP VERY INTERESTING 
STOP MY NEIGHBOUR FOUND CRUCIFIED TO HIS TOTEM 
POST WITH HEAD MISSING STOP I SHALL EXPECT YOU 
TODAY 

YARDLEY 


4: BRADWOOD 

That something extraordinary was going bri was . 
apparent miles before the old Duesenberg arrived' at its- ‘ - 
destination. The Long Island highway it was following at 
Ellery’s customary reckless speed was thick with county 
troopers, who for once seemed uninterested in the spectacle 
of a tall earnest young man travelling at the rate of fifty- 
five miles per hour. Ellery, with the egotism of the spedlaily 
favoured speedster, was half hoping that someone would 
stop him. He would then have the opportunity of hurling 
** Police special I in the teeth of his motor-cycled antago- 
nist : for he had cajoled the Inspector into telephoning the' - 
scene of the crime and explaining to Inspector Vaughn of ^ 
the Nassau County pohce that “ my iamous son,” as the > 
Inspector sjibdy said, was on his way, and would Vaughn 
accord the young hero every courtesy ? Especially since, as 
the old ir^n put it, this famous son had information which ' ' 
should prove of remarkable interest to Vaughn and the 
District Attorney. Then another call to District Attorney,' 
Isham of Nassau County, with a repetition of the encomia 
and the promise. Isham, a much harassed mari thatmoming, ■ 
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mumbled somethmg about ** any news will be good news^ 
Inspector ; send him along,” and promised that nothing 
would be removed from the scene of the crime until Ellery 
-arrived. 

It was noon when the Duesenberg swung into one of 
Long island’s immaculate private roads and was challenged 
“by' a. trooper on a motcfr-cycle. 

“ Bradwood this way ? ” yelled Ellery. 

“ Yeah, but you ain’t gom’ there,” replied the trooper 
gririily. ** Turn around. Mister, and step on it.” 

- ‘^Inspector Vaughn and District Attorney Isham are 
' expecting me,” said Ellery with a grm. 

“ Oh I You’re Mr. Queen ? Sorry, sir. Go ahead,” 
Vmdicated and triumphant, Ellery shot forward and five 
nmiutes later drew up in the highway between two estates 
“•^ne, from the cluster of official cars in its dri^reway, 
'obviously, Bradwood, where the murder had been com- 
mitted ; the other, by mferenoe, since it was across the 
joad, the dwelhng of his friend and former instructor, 

, Professor Yardley 

The Professor himself,, a tall, rangy, ugly man bearing 
' a striking resemblance to Abraham Lincoln, hurried for- 
ward -and grasped Ellery’s hand as he jumped out of the 
- Duesenberg. 

” Queen • It’s good seeing you again.” 

‘^'And you. Professor. 'Lord, it’s been years ! What are 
" I you doing here on Long Island ^ Last I heard of you, you 
. were shll living on the campus, torturing sophomores.” 

- ” The Professor grinned in his short black beard. “ I 
rented that Taj Mahal across the road ” — Ellery turned 

s and 'Saw spires and a Byzantine dome peeping above the 
‘ trees where Professor Yardley’s thumb pointed — “ from a' 

- crazy friend of mine. He budt that atroaty himself when 
he 'Was bitten by the Oriental bug He’s gone on a prowl 
through Asia Minor, and I’m working here this summer. 

I wanted a little qmet to do my long-deferred opus on 
Sources of the Atlantean Legend. You recall the Platomc 
references ? ’’ 
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“ I recall,” smiled Ellery, “ Bacon’s New Atlantis^ ))ut 
then my interests were always literary rather than scien- 
tific.” ' 

Yardley grunted. " The same firesh youngster, I see . . . 
Quiet 1 Well, this is what I ran into.” 

“ How on earth did you happen to think of me ? ” 

They strode along the cluttered driveway of Bradwood 
toward a large ’Colonial house, its vast pillars gleaming in 
the noon sim. 

“ The long arm of coinddence,” said th& Professor drily. 
**IVe followed your career with interest, naturally.^ And 
since I’m al’ivays fascinated by your exploits, I read quite 
avidly the accounts five or six months ago of that extra- ' 
ordinary murder in West Virginia.” 

Ellery took in the scene before replying. Bradwood was 
meticulously landscaped, the estate of a wealthy man. “ I 
might have knoivn nothing would escape the eyes that have 
examined thousands of papyn and sUlai. So you read that . 
highly romantidsed version of my litde sojourn in . 
Arroyo ? ” 

** I did. And your highly romantidsed lack of accom- 
plishment.” The Professor chuckled. At the same time, 

I -^vas gratified by your application of the fundamental I 
tried to drive into your stubborn head — ^always go to the 
source. Egyptian cross, my boy ? I’m afraid your sense of 
theatre strangled the purely sdentific truth. . . . Well, here 
we are.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” demanded Ellery with an 
anxious firown. " The tau cross was certainly a primitive 
Egyptian 

** I’ll discuss it with you later. I suppose you want to 
meet Isham. He’s been kind enough to let me potter 
arotmd ” 

District Attorney Isham of Nassau County, a stubby 
man of middle age \vith watery blue eyes and a horseshoe 
fiinge of grey on his head, was standing on the steps of the 
long Colonid porch engaged in, heated conversation with 
a tall powerful man in dvUian clothes ‘ ' 
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' Er— Mr."Isham,” said Professor Yaridley. “ Here’s my 

protSgSy Ellery Queen.” 

, ’ The two men -turned quickly. “ Oh, yes,” said Isham, 
as if hc" were thinking of other things. ““Glad you came, 

Mr. Queen I don’t know what you can do to help, but 

. He slirugged. ** Meet Inspector Vaughn of the Nassau 
County police.” 

Ellery shook hands with both of them. “You’ll permit ’ 
-me to wander about? I promise not to get under yoxu* 

^ feet.” 

. Inspector Vaughn displayed brown teeth “ We need 
somebody -to get under our feet. We’re just standmg still, 
Mr. Queen. Like to see the main exhibit ^ ” 

“ I .suppose it’s customary Come along, Professor ” 

-The four men descended the steps of the porch and began ' 
to walk along a gravel ‘path around the eastern ell of the 
house. Elfery experienced a sense of the vastness of the 
estate. The main house, he now saw, was situated half-way 
- between the private highway where heTiad left his Duesen- 
' berg and the waters of a cove, whose sun-painted ripples 
'Were \asible from the elevation of the main house The 
body of water,. District Attorney Isham explained, was a 
^ ' tributary' of' Long Island Sound ; it was called Ketcham’s 
- Cove. Beyond the waters of the Cove could be seen the 
woody silhouette of a small island. Oyster Island, remarked 
the Professor ; housmg as queer a collection of . . i 
Ellery looked at him inquiringly, but Isham said . “ We’ll 
get to that,” testily, and Yardley shrugged and refrained 
I from further interruption 

' The gravel walk led gradually away from the house, and 
massed trees enclosed them not thirty feet from the Colomal 
structure. A hundred feet farther, and they came suddenly^ 

' upon" a clearing, in the centre of which stood a grotesque 
' olgect 

They stopped short and Ceased talking, as people do in 
j the presence of violent death. Around the object were 
county troopers and detectives, but Ellery had eyes only 
for the object itself. 
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It was a thick carved post nine feet high which once> to 
judge from whai remained, had been garishly coloured, but 
now was laded and stained and battered, as if it had gone 
through centuries of weathering. The carving, a conglom- 
eration- of gargoyle masks and hybrid animal symbols, 
culminated at the top in the crudely hewn figure of an eagle 
with lowered beak and outstretched wings The wings vverc 
rather flat, and Ellery was struck at once with the fact tbat 
the post %vith its outflimg wings at the top was very like a 
capital T. 

The decapitated body of a man hung on the post, arms 
lashed to the wings with heavy rope, legs similarly lashed " 
to the upright about three feet from the earth. The sha^ 
wooden beak of the eagle hovered an inch above the bloody 
hole where the man’s head had been. There was something' 
pathetic as well as horrible in the hideous sight ; the muti- 
lated corpse emanated a helplessness, the pitiful impotence 
of a beheaded rag-doU . - 

“ Well,” said Ellery with a shaky giggle, “ quite a sight, ” 
eh ? ” 

" Shockmg,” muttered Isham. " I’ve never seen anything 
like it- It makes your blood curdle.” He shivered. “ Come 
on ; let’s get this over with.’* 

They drew nearer the post. Ellery noticed that some yards 
away, in the clearing, there was a small thatched summer- 
house, in the entrance to which a trooper stood. Then he 
returned his attention to the corpse. It was that of a middle- 
aged man , there was a heavy paimch, and the hands were 
gnarled and old. The body was clodied in grey flannel 
trousers and a silk shirt open at the neck, white shoes, white 
socks, and a velveteen smoking-jacket. From neck to toes 
the body was a gory mess, as if it had been w'ashed in a vat 
of blood. 

* ' A totem-pole, isn’t it ? ” Ellery asked Professor Yardley, 

as diey passed beneath the body., 

" Totem-post,” said Yardley severely. “ Much the pre- 
ferred term. ... Yes. I’m not an authority on totemism, ' 
but this relic is either very primitive North American, or a 
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' dever-fake. I*ve never seen one quite like it. The eagle 
. would sigmfy Eagle Clan.” 

“ I suppose the body has been identified ? ” 

** Sure,” said Inspector Vaughn. “ You’re looking at all 
that’s left of Thomas Brad, owner of Bradwood, milhonaire 
^ ^rug importer.” ' 

“ But the body hasn’t been cut down,” said Ellery 
patiently. “ So how can you be certain ^ ” 

District Attorney Isham looked startled “ Oh, it’s Brad’s 
> all right Clothing checked up, and you couldn’t very well 
^ disguise -that belly could you ? ” 

“ I suppose not. Who discovered the body ? ” 

Inspector Vaughn told the story. “ It was found at half- 
past seven this morning by one of Brad’s servants, a sort of 
' combination chauffeur and gardener, chap by the name of 
Fox^Fox lives in a hut on the other side of the house, in the 
woods , and when he came up to the main biiilding this 
morning' as usual to get the car — ^garage is at the back of 
the house — ^fbr Jonah Lincoln^ one of the people who live 
^here, he,fouhd that Lincoln wasn’t ready and went around 
. this end to look at some of the flowers. Anyway, this is what 
he ran \ip' against Gave lum qmte a turn, he says ” 

* “ I imagine it would,” remarked Professor Yardley, 
who betrayed a surprising lack of squeamishness himself ; 
-he was examining the totem-post and its grisly burden 
with thoughtful impersonality, as if it were a rare histone 
object. 

* “ Well,” continued Inspector Vaughn, he took hold, of 
him self and ran back to the house. Usual stuff — roused the 
household. Nobody touched anything. Lmcoln, who’s a 
nervous, but level-headed fellow, took charge until we 
came.” . , • ' ^ 

" And who is Lincoln ? ” asked Ellery pleasantly. 

- “ General Manager of Brad’s business. Brad & Megara 

you knbw,”_ explamed Isham, " the big rug importers. 
Lincoln hves here. Brad liked him a -lot, I understand ” 

“ An embr^'onic rug magnate, eh ? And Megara — does 
- he live here, too ? ” 
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Isham shrugged. ” When he^s not travelling. He’s off on a . 
cruise somewhere j he’s been away for months. Brad was 
the active partner.” 

“ I take itj then, that Mr. Mcgara, the traveller, was 
responsible for the totem-pole— or post, in deference to the 
Professor. Not that it matters.” 

A cold httle man sauntered up the path toward them, 
carrying a black bag. 

“ Here’s Doc Rumsen,” said Isham with a sigh of relief. 

“ Medical Examiner of Nassau County. Hi, Doc,' take a' 
look at this ’ ” 

" I’m looking,” said Dr Rumsen in a nasty * tone 
“ What is this — ^thc Chicago stockyards ? ” 

Ellery scrutinised the body. It seemed ver^' stiff. Dr. 
Rumsen looked up at it professionally, sniffed, and said : 

” Well, get It down, get it do\m. Do you expect me to 
climb the pole and examine it up there ^ ” ' 

Inspector Vaughn motioned to two detectives, and they 
jumped forward, unclasping knives One'of them disap- 
peared in the ‘summer-house, returning a moment later^ , 
with a rustic chair. He placed it beside the totem-post, 
climbed to the seat, and raised his kmfe. 

” Want me to cut it, Cluef ^ ” he asked before bringing 
the blade down on the lashings of the right arm. ” Maybe 
you’d rather have the rope in one piece. I think 'I can 
untie the knot ” 

” You cut it,” said the Inspector sharply. “ I want to 
take a look at that knot. Might be a clue there.” 

Others came forward, and the depressing business of 
»^aking the body down was accomplished in silence. 

“ By the way,” remarked Ellery, as they stood about 
' watching the proceedings^ ** how did the murderer manage 
to get the body up there, and then lash the wrists to the 
wings nme feet above ground 

“ffhe same way the detective’s doing it now,” replied 
the District Attorney drily. “ We ' found a. blood-stained 
chair, hke the one he’s using, in the summer-house. Either 
there were two of -’em, or the fellow who jpuUed this job 
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ifvas’a jiusky. Must have been quite a job heaving a dead 
body up to that.position, even with a chair.” 

'”*You found the chair where ^ ” asked Ellery, thought- 
fully " In the summer-house ? ” 

“Yes He must have put it back there after he was 
through with it. There are plenty of other things in the 
'^suralmer-house, Mr Queen, that’ll bear looking into.” 

“ There’s something else that might interest you,” said 
Tnspector Vaughn, as the body was finally freed from its 
lashings and deposited on the grass.*“ This ” 

He took a' small* circular red object from his pocket and 
handed it to Ellery. It was a red wooden checker. 

“ Hmm,” said Ellery. “ Prosaic enough Where did you 
find this. Inspector ? ” . - 

“ In the gravel of the clearing here,” rephed Vaughn.^ 
“'A few feet from the right side of the pole ” 

“ What makes you think it’s important ^ ” Ellery turned 
piece over in his fingers 

' Vaughn smiled. “ This is the way we' found it. It hasn’t 
■^lain here very long, for One thing, as you can see by its 
'.condition. And on that clean grey gravel a red object 
would stand out like a sore thumb These grounds are gone 
.over by Fox \vith a fine comb each day ; it’s not hkely, 
.then; that it was here in the daytime — Fox says it wasn’t, 
anyway. I’d say off-hand that it has- something to do with 
the events of last night ; in the darkness it wouldn’t be 
seen.” 

Excellent, Inspector ! ” snuled. Ellery V A man after 
my own heart.” He returned the checker just as Dr Rumsen 
tipped out a string of lurid oaths wholly unprofessional 
' “ What’s the matter ^ ” asked Isham, hurrying over. 

“ JDid you find something ? 

“ The queerest damn’ thing / ever saw,” snapped the 
Medical Exammer “ Look at this ” 

The corpse of Thomas Brad lay outstretched on the grass 
. a;few feet from the totem-post like a fallen marble statue. 

It* was so unnaturally, ngid that Ellery, oiit of his own sad 
, .but thorough experience, realised that rtgoT" mortis had 
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not yet left the body. As it sprawled there, arms still out- 
flung, it bore, except for the paunch and clothes, a marked _ 
resemblance to the body of Andrew Van as Ellery had 
seen it in Weirton six months before ; and both of them, 
he reflected without satisfaction, were human figures 
hacked mto the shape of a T. . . . He shook hjs head and 
stooped with the others to see what had disturbed Dr. 
Rumsen so 

The physician had raised the right hand of the dead 
man ; he was pointing to the blue dead palm. In ,thc. 
centre, neady printed as if by a die, there was a circular 
red stain, its outline only faintly irregular. 

“ Now, what on earth d’ye call that ? ” grumbled Dr. 
Rumsen. “ It isn’t blood. Looks more like pain^ or dye. 
*But I’ll be damned if I can see any reason for it.” 

It seems,” said Ellery slowly, “ that your prediction is 
cormng true. Inspector. The checker — the right side- of 
the pole — the right hand of the dead man ...” 

** By God, yes ! ” cried Inspector Vaughn. He produced 
the checker again and placed it on the stain ki tbe dead 
palm. It fitted, and he rose with a mingled look of triumph 
and puzzlement “ But what the devil ? ” 

District Attorney Isham shook his head. " I don’t think 
it’s ing^ortant. You haven’t seen Brad’s library yet, Vaughn, 
so yoli don’t ^know. But there’s the remains of a checker- 
game there You’ll find out more about it when we go intOs 
theghouse Brad for some reason had a checker in his hand 
at the time he was killed, and the murderer didn’t know it. 
It-fell out of his hand about the time he was being strung 
up, that’s all.” 

- * Then the crime was committed in the house ? ” asked 
EDery. 

“ Oh, no. In the summer-house here. Plenty of evidence 
for that. No, I think the explanation of the checker is 
_^^i«simplicity itself. It looks like a defective piece, and prob- 
ably the perspiration and heat of Brad’s hand made the 
colour run.” 

They left Dr. Rumsen exploring the inhuman figure on 
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thc'grass, surrounded by "silent officers, and made for the 
summer-house. It was only a few steps from the totem-post. 
Ellery looked up and around before stepping through the 
low eiitrance. 

- '“'No electrical fixtures outside, I see. I wonder 

Murderer must have used a flashlight. That is, if this 
thing really did take place,** said the Inspector, “ in' the 
dark. Doc Rumsen will dear that up for us when he tells 
us how long Brad’s been dead.*’ / 

The troojfer at the entrance saluted and stood aside. They 
went in 

It was small and circular, constructed of rough tree 
boughs and limbs in the artificially rustic manner It had 
a peaked thatched roof and half-walls, the upper halves 
composed 'of green lattice. Inside were a hewn table and 
,two chairs, one of them smeared with blood. 

“ Not much doubt of it, I’d say,’’ said District Attorney 
Isham with a feeble grunt, pomting to the floor. 

In ,the centre of the floor there was a large thick stain, 
brownish-red in hue. 

Professor Yardley for the first tune showed nervousness. 
.“Why — ^that isn’t human blood — that ghastiy large mess 
of it?” 

' “It certainly is,” replied Vaughn grimly. “ And the only 
thing that will explain why there’s so much of it is that 
Brad’s head was cut off right on this floor.” 

~ Ellery’s sharp eyes were fixed on that pcnrtion of the 
wooden floor which was directly before the rustic table. 
Scrawled there boldly, in blood, was a capital T. 

“ Pretty thing,” he muttered, and swallowed hard as he 
tore his gaze from the symbol. “ Mr. Isham, have you been 
able to explain the T on the floor ? ” 

. The District Attorney spread his hands. “ Now, I ask 
you, Mr. Queen. I’m an old hand at this game, and from 
" what I know of you, you’ve had plenty of experience with 
such thmgs. Coidd any reasonable man doubt that this is 
the crime of a maniac ? ” 

“No reasonable man could,” said Ellery, " and' no 
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reasonable man would.^You’rc perfectly right, Mx. Isham. 
A totem-pole ’ Felicitoiis, ch, Professor ? ” 

“ Post,” said Yardley. “ You mean the possible religious 
significance ? ” He shrugged. “ How anyone could put to- 
gether symbols of North American fetishism, Christianity, 
and primitive phallicism is beyond the imagination of even 
a maniac.” 

Vaughn and Isham stared ; ncitlier Yardley nor Ellery 
enlightened them. Ellery stooped to examine something 
which lay on the floor, near the coagulated blood. It was 
a long-stemmed briar pipe. 

“ We’ve looked that over,” said Inspector Vaughn. 
“ Fingerprints on it Brad’s. His pipe, all right ; he was 
smoking in here. We’ve put it bade fof you just where we 
foimd It.” 

Ellery' nodded. It was an unusual pipe, of striking 
shape ; its. bowl was skilfully carved in the semblance' of 
a Neptune’s head and trident It w'as half full of dead 
grey ashes, and near the bowl- on the floor, as Vaughn 
pointed out, were tobacco ashes of similar colour and 
texture ; as if the pipe had been dropped and some of the 
ashes had spilled 

Ellery stretched his hand out to take the pipe — and 
stopped. He looked at the Inspector. “You’re positive. 
Inspector, that this w’as the victim’s pipe ^ I mean— you’ve 
checked up with the residents of the house ? ” 

" As a matter of fact, no,” replied Vaughn stifily. “ I 
don’t see why the heU we should doubt it. After all, his 
prints ” 

“ And he was wearing a smoking-jacket, too,” pointed 
out Isham. “ And no other form of tobacco on him — 
cigarettes or cigars. I can’t see, Mr Queen, why you should 
think 

Professor Yardley smothered a smile in his beard, and 
Ellery remarked almost idly : “ But I don’t think anything 
of the sort It’s merely habit wth me, Mr. Isham. Per- 
haps ...” 

He picked up the pipe and carefully knocked, the ashes 
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out on the surface of the table. When no more ashes fell, 
he looked into the bowl and saw that a covering, of half- 
burnt tobacco remained on the bottom. He produced a 
glassine envelope from his pocket-kit and, scraping the 
unsmoked tobacco from the bottom, poured it into the 
envelope The others watched in silence. 

“ You see,” he said, rising, “ I don’t believe in taking 
--things for granted. I’m not suggesting that tliis isn’t Brad’s 
‘ pipe. I do say, however, that the tobacco m it may be a 
‘ definite clue. Suppose this is Brad’s pipe, but that he bor- 

- rowed, the tobacco from Jhis murderer. Surely a common 
enough occurrence. Now, you’ll notice'that this tobacco"is 
cube-cut ; not a common cut, as you perhaps know. We 
exanune Brad’s humidor ; do we find cube-cut tobacco ? 

- If we do, then this is his, and he did not borrow it from his 
murderer. At any rate we have lost nothing ; confirmed 
the previous facts. But if we don’t find cube-cut tobacco, 
there’s a fair presumption that the tobacco came from his 

' ' murderer, and that would be an important clue. . . . Excuse 
" me for babbling.” 

Very interesting,” said Isham, " I’m sure ” 

The minutiae of the detectival saence,” chuckled 
. Professor Yardley. 

. - ” Well, how does it stack up to you so far ? ” demanded 
Vaughn 

’ Ellery polished the lenses of his pince-nez thoughtfully ; 

~ his lean face was absorbed. “ It’s ridiculous, of course, to 
- ' make any more concreteistatement than this : The murderer 

Was either with Brad when Brad came "to the summer- 
house, or he was not ; there is nothing so far to tell. In any 
event, lyken Brad strolled out into his gardens, headed for 
his summer-house, he had in his hand a red checker, which 
' for somb pecuhar reason he must have picked up in his 
house — wherever the remains of the checker-game are to be - 
" seen In the summer-house he was attacked and killed Per- 
haps the attack occurred while he was smoking ; the pipe 
' dropped from his mouth and fell to the floor. Perhaps, too, 

~ his fingers were in his pocket playing with the ^checker 

r K 


62 THE EGYPTIAN CROSS MYSTERY^ 

absendy. At the time he died the checker was still clutched 
in his hand, and remained so all the lime he was being 
decapitated, hauled to the totem-post and lashed to the 
wings Then the checker fell and rolled off in the gravel, 
unobserved by the murderer. . . . Why he brought the 
checker with him at aU seems to me a most relevant query. 
It may have a definite bearing on the case. . . . An un- 
illuimnating analysis, eh. Professor ? 

“ Who knows the nature of light ? ” murmured Yardley. 


Dr. Rumsen fussed into the summer-house. ** Job’s done,” ^ 
he announced. 

" What’s the verdict. Doc ? ” asked Isham eagerly. 

No signs of violence on the body,” snapped Dr. 'Rum- 
sen. “ From this it’s perfeedy evident diat w»hatevcr killed 
him was directed at his head.” Ellery started ; it might ^ 
have been Dr. Strang repeating the testimony he had given 
in the Weirton court-room months before. 

“ Could he have been strangled ? ” asked Ellery. 

“ No way of telhng now. Autopsy will show, though, by 
the condition of the lungs. The body’s stiffness is a simple 
rigor, which won’t wear off for another twelve to twenty- 
four hours.” ~ 

“ How long has he been dead ? ” asked Inspector 
Vaughn. 

“Just about fourteen hours.” 

“ Then it was in the dark ! ” cried Isham. “ Grime 
must have been committed around ten o’clock last 
night I ” - r. 

Dr. Rumsen shrugged. “ Let me finish, will you ? I want 
to go home. Strawberry birthmark seven mches above the 
right knee. Thatis all ” 

As they left the summer-house Inspector Vaughn said 
suddenly : “ Say, that reminds me, Mr. Queen. Your father 
mentioned over the ’phone that you had some information 
for us ” ' 

EUe^ looked at Professor Yardley, and Professor.Yardley 
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looked at Ellery. ** Yes/* said Ellery, “ I have. 'Inspector, 
does anything about this crime strike you as peculiar ? *’ 

“ Everything about it strikes me as peculiar,’* grunted 
Vaughn.. “ Just what do you mean ? ” 

Ellery thoughtfully kicked a pebble <5ut of his path. They 
passed the totem-post in silence ; the body of Thomas Brad 
.was covered now, and several men were placing it on a 
stretcher. They headed down the path toward the house 
** Has it occurred to;you to ask,” continued Ellery, “ why 
a man should be beheaded and crucified to a totem- 
-post ?'” 

” Yes, but what good does it do me ? ” snarled Vaughn. 
"Jt’s craay, that’s all.” 

" Do*youv.mean to say,” Ellery protested, “that you 
haven’t noticed the multiple T’s ? ” 

The multiple T’s ? ” 

. “ The pole itself— a fantastic T m shape. The pole for 
the upright, the flat outspread wings for the arms ” They 
blinked. Thelbody : head cut off, arms outstretched, legs 
close together.” They- bhnked again. “AT deliberately 
scrawled in blood on the scene of the crime.” 

V Wellj of course,” said Ishaim doubtfully, “ we saw that, 
but 

“ And to bring it to a farcical conclusion,” said Ellery 
without smiling, “ the very word totem begins with a T.” 

, ‘ “ Oh, stuff and nonsense,” said the District Attorney 
instantly.- “ Pure coincidence. The pole, too, the position 
of thelbody — at just happened that way.” 

“'Coincidence ? ” Ellery sighed. “ Would you call it 
coincidence ifT told you that six months ago a murder 
was 'committed in West Virginia m which the victim was 
crucified to a T-shaped signpost on a T-shaped cross-roads, 
Mus head cut off, and a T smeared in blood on the door of 
his house -not a hundred yards away ? ” 

Xsham and Vaughn stopped short, and the District At- 
torney" turned pale. “ You’re not joking, Mr. Queen 1 ” 

' “ I’m really astounded at you people,” said Professor 
Yardley._with placidity. ** After all, this sort of thing is your 
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business. Even I, tlie veriest layrnnn, knew all about it | it 
was reported in every newspaper in the country.” 

“ Come to think of it,” muttered Isham, " I seem to 
recall it.” 

** But, my God, Mr. Queen • ” cried Vaughn. “ It*8 
impossible ! It’s — it*s not sensible ! ” 

” Not sensible — ^yes,” murmured Ellery, ** but impossible 
— ^no, for it actually happened. There was a peculiar fellow 
who called himself Ra-Harakht, or Harakht . . 

“ I ^vanted to talk to you about him,” began Professor 
Yardley. 

“ Harakht 1 ” shouted Inspector Vaughn. There’s a 
nut by that name running a nudist colony on Oyster Island 
across the Cove ! ” 


5: INTERNAL AFFAIRS. 

For the moment the tables were turned, and it was 
Ellery’s astonishment which dominated the scene. 'Hie 
brown-bearded fanatic in the neighbourhood of Bradwood ! 
The closest link to Velja Krosac appearing on the scene of 
a crime the duplicate of the first ! It was too good to be 
true. 

“ I wonder if any of the others- are here,” he remarked 
as they strode up the steps of the porch. ** We may be 
investigating merely a sequel to the first murder, with the 
identical cast ! Harakht ...” 

“ I didn’t get a chance to tell you,” said Yardley sadly. 
“ It seems to me that, with your odd notions about this 
Egyptian business. Queen, you should already have arrived 
at my conclusion.” 

So soon ? ” drawled Ellery. “ And what is your con- 
clusion ” 

Yardley grinned all over his pleasantly ugly face. ** That 
Harakht, much as I dislike accusing people indiscrimmately. 
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is . . .'Well, certaii^y crucifixions^and T’s seem to follow 
the gentleman about, do they not ? ” „ 

'“'You forget Krosac,” remarked Ellery. - 
^ “ My dear chap,” retorted the Professor tartly, ‘ * surely 
' you know me well enough by this time ... I don’t forgk 
anythmg of the sort Why does the existence of Krosac 
invalidate what I’ve just 'timidly suggested ? After all, tliere 
.. are such things as confederates, I understand, m crime. 

^d there’s a huge primitive sort of fellow ” 

Ihspector Vaughn came running back to meet them on 
' the porch, interrupting what promised to be an mteresting 
conversation. 

; ' “ I’ve just had Oyster Island put under guard,” he 

- panted. No sense in taking chances We!ll investigate 
4hat bunch as soon as we fimsh here ” 

The District Attorney seemed bewildered by the rapidity 
of events. “ You mean to tell me that it was this Harakht’s 
business manager who was suspected of the crime ? What 
the de\dl did he look like ? ” He had' listened to Ellery’s 
recital of the Arroyo affair with feverish attention. 

’ There was a superficial description. Not enough, really, 
to work on, except for the fact that the man hmped No, 
"Mr. Ish'am, the problem isn’t simple. You see, so far as 
I know, this man “who calls himself Harakht is the only 
person capable of identifying the mysterious Krosac. And 
if our friend the sim-god proves stubborn . .” 

* Let’s go in,” said Inspector Vaughn abruptly. “ This 
is getting too much for me. I want to talk to people and 
^hear things ” ' " - . 

, "■ In the drawing-room of the Colonial mansion they found 
,a tragic group awaiting them The three people who 
creaked to their feet on the entrance of Ellery and the . 
others, were fed-eyed, drawn of face, and so nervous tliat 

- their movements were a series of jerks. 

IJh — ^heUo,” said the man in a dry, cracked voice. 
“We’ve been ^^a^ting” He was a tall, lean and vigorous 
man in his mid- thirties ; a New Englarider, to judge from 
his choppy features and the faint twang m his voice. 
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“ Hullo ” said Isham glumly. V Mrs. Brad, this is Mr. 
Ellery Queen, who’s come down from New York to help 
us.” 

Ellery' murmured the conventional condolences ; they 
did not shake hands. Margaret Brad moved and walked 
as if she were ghding through the horrors of a nightmare. 
She was a woman of forty-five, but well set up and hand- 
some in a mature well-cushioned way. She said out of stiff 

lips : “ So glad . . Thank you, Mr. Queen. I ■” She 

turned a\vay and sat down without finishing, as if she had 
forgotten what she meant to say. 

“ And this is the — ^is Mr. Brad’s stepdaughter,” con- 
tinued the District Attorney. “ Miss Brad — ^Mr Queen.”* 
Helene Brad smiled grimly at Ellery, nodded to Professor 
Yardley, and went to her mother’s side without a word. 
She was a young girl witli wise, rather lovely eyes, honest 
features, and faintly red hair. 

“ Well ^ ” demanded the tall man. His voice was still 
cracked. 

** We’re getting along,” muttered Vaughn “ Mr. Queen 
— Mr. Lincoln . . . We want to set Mr. Queen straight on 
certain things, and our own confab here an hour ago wasn’t 
any too complete,” They all nodded, gravely, like charac- 
ters in a play. “ You want to handle this, Mr. Queen ? 
Shoot.” 

“ No, indeed,” said Ellery. ** I’ll interrupt Avhen I think 
of something. Pay no attention to me at all.-’’ 

Inspector Vaughn stood powerful and tall by the firer 
place, hands clasped loosely behind his back ; his eyes were 
fixed on Lincoln. Isham sat dowm, mopping his b^d spot. 
The Professor sighed and walked quiedy to a window, 
where he stood looking out upon the front gardens arid 
the drive. The house was quiet, as after a noisy party ; 
or after a luneral There was no bustle, no crying, no 
hystena With the exception of Mrs. Brad, her daughter, 
^^d Jonah Lincoln, none of the other members of the 
household — servants — ^had appeared 

“ Well, the first thing, I guess,"” began Isham wearily, “ is 
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to get that husiness of last night’s theatre tickets straight, 
Mr Xincpln. Suppose you tell us the whole story ” 

" ** Theatre tickets . . . Oh, yes.” Lincoln glared at the 
wall alibve-Jsham’s head with the glassy eyes of a shell-* 
shocked soldier Yesterday Tom Brad telephoned Mrs. 
Brad from the office that he’d secured tickets for a Broad- 
way play" for her, Helene, and myself Mrs. Brad and 
"Helene were to meet me in the City He, Brad, was going on 
home He told me about it a few minutes later. He seemed 
rather keen on my taking the ladies I coiildn’t refuse.” 

“ Why should you want to refuse ? ” asked the Inspector 
quickly. 

Lincoln’s fixed expression did not change. “ It struck me 
as" a peculiar request to 'make at the time. We’ve been 
having some trouble at tlie office , a matter of accounts. 

I had been intending to remain late .yesterday, working 
with our auditor. I reminded Tom about this, but he said 
never mind.” ' ^ - 

** I can’t understand it,” said Mrs. Brad tonelessly. 
“Almost as if he wanted to be rid of us.” She, shivered 
suddenly, and'Helenc patted her shoulder. 

“ Mrs Brad and Helene met me at Longchamps for 
dinner,” continued Lincoln in ffie same strained voice. 

“ After dinner I took them to the theatre ” ^ 

“ Which theatre ^ ” asked Isham. 

' “'The Park Theatre. I left them there ” 

Oh,” said Inspector Vaughn. "Decided to do that 
work, anyway, eh ? ” 

"Yes I excused ^myselfi promised 'to meet them after 
the performance, and returned to the office.” 

“'And you worked with your auditor, Mr. Lincoln ? ” 
asked Vaughn softly. 

Lincoln stared “ Yes . . . God ” He tossed his head and 
, gasped, like a man drowning. 'No one said a word. When he 
resumed, it was quietly, as if nothing had happened. “ I 
fimshed late, and went- back to the thea ” 

"The auditor remained \Wth you all evening?.” asked 
-the Inspector in the same soft voice. 
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Lincoln started. “ He shook liis head dazedly. 

“ \\Tiat do you mean ? No. He left about eight o’clock. 

I continued to work alone.” 

Inspector Vaughn cleared his throat 5 his eyes were 
ghttering What time did you meet the ladies at the , 

theatre ? ” - - 

“ Eleven-forty-five,” said Helene Brad suddenly in a 
composed voice that nevertheless made her mother dart a 
glance up at her “My dear Inspector Vaughn, your 
tactics aren’t too fair. You suspect Jonah of something, 
goodness knows what, and you’re trj'ing to make him out a 
har and — and other things, I suppose.” 

“ The truth never hurt anybody,” said Vaughn coldly. 

“ Go on, Mr. Lincoln.” 

Lincoln blinked twice ** I met Mrs. Brad and Helene 
in the lobby. We went home. . . 

“ By car ^ ” asked Isham. 

“ No, by the Long Island. When we got off the train 
Fox wasn’t there with the car and we took a taxi home.” 

“ Taxi ? ” muttered Vaughn. He stood thinking, then 
without a word left the room. The Brad women and 
Lincoln stared after him with fright in their eyes. 

“ Go on,” said Isham impadendy. “ See anything wrong 
when you got home ? What time was it ^ ” 

“ I don’t really know. About one o’clock, I suppose.” 
Lincoln’s shoulders drooped. 

“ After one,” said Helene. “ You don’t remember, 
Jonah ” , - ' 

“ Yes We saw nothing out of the way The path to the 
summer-house. . . ” Lincoln shivered. “ We didn't think of 
looking there. We couldn’t have seen anything, anyway — 
it was too dark. We went to bed.” 

Inspector Vaughn came back quiedy. 

“ How is it, Mrs Brad,” asked Isham, that you didn’t 
know your husband was missing imtil this morning, as you 
told me before ? ” ' . . 

" We sleep — ^^ve slept in adjoining bedrooms,” explained 
the woman from pale lips “ So 1 wouldn’t know, you see. 
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Helene, and I retired. . . THe first we knew of what — 
iihppcned to Thomas was when Fox got ns out of bed this 
morning.” 

1 Inspector Vaughn stepped over and bent to whisper 
something into Isham*s ear. The District Attorney nodded 
vaguely. _ ' , ‘ 

, " “ How dong have you been livmg in this house/ Mr. 
Lincoln ? ” asked Vaughn. 

“ A long tune. How many years is it, Helene ? ” The tall 
New Englander turned to look at Helene ; their eyes met 
and flashed in sympathy. The man braced his shoulders, 
;drew a deep breath, and the^lassiness in his eyes vamshed. 

“'Eight, I think, Jonah.” Her voice trembled, and for the 
first time tears clouded her eyes. “ I — I was just a kid when 
' you and Hester came.” 

^ “ “ Hester ^ ” repeated Vaughn and Isham togethei’. 

Who’s she 

My sister,” rephed lincpln m a calmer voice “ She 
and I were left orphans early in life. I’ve — ^well, she goes 
with me as naturally as my name.” ^ 

“ Where is she ? Why haven’t we seen her ? ” 

Lincoln said quietly : “ She’s on the Island.” 

“ Oyster Island ? ” drawled Ellery. “ How mteresPng 
She hasn’t become a sun-worshipper by any chance, Mr. 
~ Lincoln ? ” - . 

“ Why, how did you know ? ” exclaimed Helene. “Jonah, 
-you baven^t ” 

“ My sister,” explained Lmcoln with diflSculty, “ is some- 
thing of a faddist. Goes in for things like that This lunapc 
who calls himself Harakht rented the Island from the 
' Ketchams — old-timers who hve on the Island ,,own it, in 
fact — and started a cult. Sim cult, and — ^well, nudism . . .” 
He strangled over something in his throat. “ Hester — ^well, 
‘Hester became interested in — the people over there, and 
we had-a quarrel over it. She’s headstrong, and left Brad- 
wood to join the cult. The damned , fakers ! ” he said 
- savagely. ** I shouldn’t be surprised if they had somethmg to 
do with this ghastly business.” 
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" Shrewd, Mr. Lincoln,” murmured Professor Yardicy. 
Ellery coughed gently and addressed the rigid figure of 
hlrs. Brad “ I^m sure you won’t mind answering a few 
personal questions ^ ” She looked up, and down at the 
hands in her lap. " I understand that Miss Brad is your 
daughter and w’as :>'0ur husband’s stepdaughter A second 
husband, Mrs Brad ^ ” 

The handsome woman said : “ Yes.” 

“ Mr. Brad had been previously married as well ^ ” 

She bit her hp. “ We — ^we w'ere married tw'elve years. 
Tom — don’t Imow much about his first — ^his first wife. 

I think he was married in Europe, and his first wdfe died 
very young.” 

• ** Tch-tch,” said Ellery with a sympathetic froivn. 

" What part of Europe, Mi^. Brad ? ” 

She looked at him and a slow' flush filled her checks. “ I 
don’t really know. Thomas w'as Roumanian. I suppose it 
happened — there ” 

Helene Brad tossed her head and said indignantly : 

“ Really, you people are being absurd. What difference 
‘does It make W'here people come firom, or whom tliey w’erc - 
married to years and years ago ? Why don’t you try to find 
out w'ho killed him ? ” 

“■Something tells me with insistence. Miss Brad,” replied ' 
Ellery', smiling sadly, “ that the matter of geography may 
become extremely important. ... Is Mr. Megara Rou- 
maman, too ? ” ~ 

Mrs Brad looked blank. Lincoln said curtly : “ Greek.” 

“WTiat in the w'orld ?_” began the District Attorney 

helplessly Inspector Vaughn smiled. “Greek, eh ? You 
people are all native Americans, I suppose ? ” ^ 

They nodded Helene’s eyes were flashing angrily j even - 
the fiery glints in her hair seemed to glow brighter, and she 
looked at Jonah Lmcoln as if she expected him to remon- 
strate. But he said nothing, merely looking dowm at the 
tips of his shoes. 

“ Where is Megara? ” went on Isham. “ Somebody said he 
as on a cruise.- What kind of cruise — ^round-the-world - 
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: “ No,” said Lincoln slowly. “ Nothing like that Mr. 
Megara is 'something of a globe-trotter and amateur ex- 
plorer. He has his own yacht and keeps sailing about in it. 
He just goes off and stays away for three and four months 
at 'a time ” 

“ How long’s he been away on this trip ^ ” demanded 
Vaughn. 

“ Almost a year.” ... . 

“ Where is he ? ” 

- Lincoln shrugged. “ I don’t know. He never writes — 
just pops in without warning. I can’t understand why he’s 
stayed away so long this dme.” 

- ” I think,” said Helene, wrinkling her forehead, “ that 
I he went to the South Seas.” Her eyes were luminous and 
her lips qmvered ; Ellery regarded her cmnously and won- 
dered why. 

What’s the name of his yacht ? ” 

Helene 'flushed. “ The Helene.** 

“ Steam yacht ? ” asked Ellery. 

' " Yes.” , 

“ Has'' he a radio — ^wireless sending outfit ? ” demanded 
Vaughn. ' 

' ” Yes.” - 

. The Inspector scribbled in his notebook and looked 
pleased. “ Sail it himself, does he ? ” he asked as he wrote. 

Of course not • He has a regular Captain and crew — 
Captain Swift, who’s been with him for years ” 

- Ellery sat down suddenly and stretched his long legs 
- ** I'do believe . . . What’s Megara’s first name ^ ” 

V Stephen.” 

Isham growled deep in his throat. "'Oh, Lord. Why can’t 
we stick to essentials ? How long have Brad and Megara 
been partners in this rug-importing business ? ” 

Sixteen years,” repjjed Jonah. “ Went into business 
together ” 

“ Successful business, is it ^ No financial troubles ^ ” 

^ Lincoln shook his head. " Both Mr Brad and Mh. Megara 
founded very substantial fortune. They were liit by the 
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depression, like everyone else ; but the business is sound. * 
He paused and an odd look changed the expression ofhk ■ 
lean healthy face. ”I don’t believe you’ll find money' 
troubles at the bottom of this thing.” , - 

"Well,” grunted Isham, “what do you think is at the 
bottom of it?” 

Lincoln closed his mouth with a little snap 
" You don’t by any chance,” drawled Ellery, " think 
there’s religion behind it, Mr. Lincoln ? ” 

Limioln blinked “ WTiy — I didn’t say so. But the crime 
itself— the crucifixion. . . 

Ellery smiled pleasantly. " By the way, what m as Mr. 
Brad’s creed ? ” 

Mrs. Brad, still sitting with her ample back arched, chest 
out, chin up, murmured : " He once told me he had been^ 
raised in the Orthodox Greek Church. But he wasn’t devout, 

In fact, he was a non-bchever in ritual , some people 
considered him an atheist ” 

“ And hlegara ? ” 

“ Oh, he doesn’t believe in anything at all ” There was 
something in her tone which caused all of them to look'^ 
at her sharply ; but her face was expressionless. 

“ Orthodox Greek,” said Professor Yardley tliought- 
fiiUy. " .That’s consistent enough ^vith Roumania. ...” 

“ You’re looking for inconsistencies ? ” murmured Ellery. 
Inspector Vaughn coughed, and Mrs. Brad regarded him 
tepsely. She seemed to sense what rvas coming. " Did your 
husband have any identifying marks on his body, Mrs. ' 
Brad’” 

Helene looked faintly nauseated, and turned her head 
aside. Mrs. Brad muttered : " A strawberry birthmark on 
his right thigh.” 

The Inspector sighed mth relief. " So that’s that. Now, 
folks, let’s get dotvn to bedrock. How about enemies ? Who 
might have tvanted to do Mr. Brad in ? ” 

"Porget this business of the crucifixion and’ everything 
else for the moment,”- added the District Attorney. " Who^ 
had a mofive for murder ? ” 
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^ Mother and daughter turned to regard each other ; they 
hx>k6d away" almost at once Lincoln kept* staring stead- 
festly at the rug— a magnificent Oriental, Ellery noted, 
'^>>wth a beautifully woven Tree of Life design ; an unhappy 
Juxtaposition of symbol and reality, considermg the fact, 
X he reflected, that its owner . . . ' 

. No,” said Mrs Brad. “ Thomas wasT a happy man. He 
had no enemies.” 

^ “ Were you in the habit of entertaining comparative 
-strangers ? ” , 

‘ ^ “ Ohj no. We lead a secluded life here, Mr. Isham.” 

There was something again in her tone that made them 
‘ look keenly at her. 

' Ellery sighed. “ Do any of you recall the presence here — 
^est of otherwise — of a limping man ? ” They shook their 
' heads instantly “ Mr, Brad knew no one with a hmp ? ” 
' Another concerted negative. 

'Mrs. Brad said again . “ Thomas had no enemies,” with 
dull jspiphasis, as if she felt it important to impiess this 
i. fecfupon them. 

“ Yohre forgetting something, Margaret,” said Jonah 
“ ^Lincoln slowly, “ Romame.” ' 

He looked al her with burning eyes. Helene flashed a 
“ ’glance of horrified condemnation at his clean profile ; then 
she bit her hp and tears came to her eyes. The four men 
looked on with growing interest and a sense of underflowmg 
by-play j there was something unhealthy here, a sore on the 
t Brad body domestic 

' ^ “ Yes, Romame,” said Mrs Brad, licking her lips , the 

' ' ' position of her figure had not changed for ten minutes. 
” I forgot. They had a quarreL” 

‘‘ Who the devil’s Romame ? ” demanded Vaughn. , 

' ! Lincoln said in a low quick voice . “ Paul Romaine. 

. Harakht, that lunatic on Oyster Island, calls him tlic 
' ^ ‘ chief disciple.’ ” 

' . Ah,” said .Ellery, and looked at Professor Yardley. 

' The ugly* man raised his shoulders expressively, an 
-smiled. 
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** They’ve built up a nudist colony on the Island. Nu- 
dists ! ” cried Lincoln bitterly. " Harakht is a nut— he’s 
probably sincere ; but Romainc is a faker, the worst kind of 
confidence man. He trades on his body, which is only the 
cloak of a rotten soul ! ” 

“ And yet,” murmured~EIlery, “ didn’t Holmes recom- 
mend ; ‘ Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul * ? ” 

“ Sure,” said Inspector Vaughn, intent On soothing this 
strange witness. We understand. But about that quarrel, 
Mr. Lincoln ? ” 

Lean face worked fiercely. “ Romaine’s responsible for 
the ‘ guests ’ on the Island — ^works up the business He’s 
hooked a bunch of poor fools who either think he’s some 
kind of tin god, or else are so damn’ repressed that the very 
thought of running around naked . . .” He stopped abruptly, 

“ Excuse me, Helene — Margaret. I shouldn’t talk. Hester ^ 
. . . They haven’t been bothering any of the residents here. 
I’ll admit But Tom and Dr. Temple feel the same way' 
I do about it.” 

” Hmm,” said Professor Yardley. Nobody consulted 
me.” 

“Dr. Temple?” 

“ Our neighbour to the east. They wer^ seen capering 
around Oyster Island absolutely nude, like human goats, 
and well — we’re a decent community.” Ah, thought 
Ellery thus spake the Puritan. “ Tom owns all diis 
property fronting the Cbve, and he felt that it -was his duty " 
to interfere. He had some sort of run-in with Romame and 
Harakht. I think he was intending to take legal measures - 
to oust them from the Island, and he told them so.” 

Vaughn and Isham looked at each other, and then at 
Ellery. The Brads, mother and daughter, were very still j 
and Lincoln, now that he had rid himself of his accumulated ' 
bile, looked imeasy and ashamed. ' - 

“ Well, we’ll look into that a little later,” said Vaughn 
lightly. “ You say this Dr. Temple oivns the estate adjoining 
on the east?” 

He doesn’t own it ; he just rents it — ^rented it from 
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.;!PiqDQ^.”*Mrs. Brad’s eyes were relieved, “<He*s been here 
,ibr a long-time. A refired army doctor. He and Thomas 
were’ good friends.” ' _ ' - 

** Who lives on that piece of property to the west ? ” 

“ Oh ! An English couple named Lynn — Percy and 
Elizabeth,’’ replied Mrs. Brad. 

- Helene.murmured I met them in Rome last fall and 
we became very friendly. They said they were thinking of 
paying a visit to the States and so I suggested that they 
come back with me and be my guests for the duration of 
their stay.” . 

“ Just when did you return, Miss Brad ? ” asked Ellery. 

> About Thanksgiving. The Lynns crossed with me, but 
we separated in New York and they travelled about a bit 
seeing the country. Then in January they came up here 

They were wild about the place ” Lincoln grunted and 

Helene flushed “ They were, Jonah 1 So much so that, not 
' wantmg tp impose on our hospitality — ^it was siUy, of course, 
but you know how stuffy the English can be sometimes — 
they insisted on leasing the house to the west, which is — ^was 
’ faAcr’s property. They’ve been here ever since.” 

' ^ “ Well, we’ll talk to them, too,” said Isham “ This Dr. 
-Temple,'' now,. You said, Mrs Brad, that he and your 
lupband were good friends. Best of terms, eh ^ , 

" “ There’s nothing m that direction,” said Mrs Brad 
stiffly, “ if you’re insinuating, Mr Isham. I’ve never been 
’ oyerfond of Dr. Temple myself, but he’s an upnght man 
and Thomas, a wonderful judge of character, liked him 
tremendously. They often played checkers together in the 
“ -evening.” 

Professor- Yardley sighed, as if slightly bored with this*^ 
recital 'df the neighbours’ vices and virtues when he himself 
could provide a more penetrating analysis. 

**, GHeckem ! ” exclaimed Inspector "Vaughn. Now, 
that’s something. Who else played with Mjt. Brad, or was 
this Dr. TempleTus only opponent ? ” . 

- “ No, indeed! We all played with Thomas on occasion. 

Vaughn looked disappointed Professor Yardley rubbed 
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his black Lincolnian beard and said ; “ I’m afraid you’re on 
barren ground there, Inspector. Brad was a fiendishly clever 
checker player, and tackled every one who came here for 
a bout If they didn’t know how to play, he insisted — ^with 
patience, to be sure — on teaching them. I think,” he , 
chuckled, “ that I was the only visitor here who successfully 
resisted his blandishments” Then he became grave, and 
fell silent 

** He was a remarkable player,” said Mrs. Brad with a 
faint sad pnde. “ I was told that by the National Checker 
Champion himself.” 

“ Oh, you’re a good player yourself, then ? ” asked 
Isham quickly. 

No, no, Mr. Isham. But we entertained the champion 
last Christmas Eve, and Thomas arid he played incessantly. 
The champion said that Thomas held him quite even.” 

Ellery jumped to his feet, his keen face intent. “ I believe 
we’re wearing these good people out. A few questions, and 
’ we’ll not bother you again, hfe Brad Have you ever heard ' 
the name Velja Krosac ? ” 

Mrs. Brad looked genmnely puzzled. “ Vel What a 

queer name * No, Mr. Queen, I never have.” 

"You, Miss Brad?” 

“ No.” 

" You, Mr. Lincoln ? ” ' ; 

“ No.” 

“ Have you ever heard the name Kling ? ” 

They all shook their heads. 

" Andrew Van ? ” 

'Another blank. 

" Arroyo, West Virginia ? ” 

Lincoln muttered : “ What is this, anyway ? A game ? ” 

In a way,” smiled Ellery. " You haven’t, ariy of 
you ^ ” 

“ No ” 

Well, then, here’s one ,you certainly can answer. Exactly 
when did this fanatic who calls himself Harakht come to 
Oyster Island ? ” - . 
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that I ” said Lincoln “ In March ” , 

** WjM-'this man Paul Romaine with him ^ ^ 
tM9oln*s face .darkened. “ Yes.” 
jr, _ , Ellery scrubbed his pince-neZi perched it ori the bridge of 
“ his^straight nose, and leaned forward. “ Does the letter T 
, ’ mean anything to any of you ? ” 

-r'TKey stared at him. « T ? ” repeated Helene. “ Whatever 
you talking about ? ’’ 

c “ Evidently it doesn’t,” remarked EUery, as Professor 
' Yardlcy chuckled and- whispered something in his ear. 

. ./t Very well, then. Mrs. Brad, did your husband often^refer 

- to His Roumanian history ^ _ 

-^”No, he never did. All I know is that he came to the 
..rXJmted States from Roumama eighteen years ago, with 
i Stephen Megara, It seems they were friends or business 

- partners in the ‘old country.” 

' ' “ How do you know this ? ” 

, ' “ Why — why, Thomas told me so.” 

, Ellery*s'eyes sparkled “ Pardon my curiosity, but it may 
,be important. . . . Was your husband a wealthy man as an 

, ^.inunigraht ? ” , , 

Mrs. Brad flushed. " I don’t know. When we married, 

1 ' he was ” „ , 

» EUery’ looked thoughtful. He said 

- ' times, shook his head in a pleased way, and finally toned 
. “ to the District Attorney, “ And now, Mr Isham, fi i may 

have an atfasj I shan’t bother you for some time 
1 An atlas » ” The District Attorney gaped, and even 
' ' '•i^ofessor ' Yardley seemed disturbed. Inspector aug n 


-Scowled. ' . % n Tj 

“■ ■ ** There’s one in the library,” said Lincoln duUy He.left 

the drawing-room. ' , i u.c 

'EUery stf oUed up and down, an abstracte smi e 
lips. Their eyes foUowed him without compr^enwon 
“ Mrs. Brad,” he said, pausing, “ do you speak Greek or 

s'^^Sook her head bewilderedly Linc^n 

carrying a large blue-covered book. Youj > 

- * 1 i 
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said Ellery. “ You’re in a business which is largely European 
and Asian in its contacts. Do you understand and spcalc 
either Greek or Roumanian ? ” 

“ No, AVe haven’t occasion to use foreign languages. Our 
offices in Europe and Asia correspond in English, and our 
distributors do the same in this country.” 

I see,” Ellery hefted the atlas thoughtfully. That’s 
all from me, Mr. Isham.” 

The District Attorney waved a weary hand. ” All right, 
Mrs. Brad. We’ll do our best, although frankly it looks like 
an insoluble mess Just stick around, ISJr. Lincoln, and 
you, Miss Brad ; don’t leave the premises for a whilc^ any- 
way.” 

'Ihe Brads and Jonah hesitated, looked at each other, then 
rose and left the room without speaking. 

The instant the door closed after them EUery hurled 
himself into an armchair and opened the blue adas Pro- 
fessor Yardley was frowning. Isham and Vaughn exchanged 
helpless glances. But Ellery was occupied with the atlas for 
five full minutes, during which he turned to three different 
maps and the index, and consulted each page minutely. As 
he searched, his face brightened. 

He placed the book with studied care on the arm of the 
chair and rose. They looked at him expectantly. 

“ I thought, by thimder,” he said, “ that it would be so.” 
He turned to the Professor. “ An amazing coincidence, if it 
IS a coincidence I leave you to judge. . . . Professor, hasn’t 
something about the names of our peculiar cast of charac- 
ters struck you ? ” 

“ The nzmes. Queen ? ” Yardley was frankiy confounded. 
“ Yes. Brad— Megara. Brad— Roumanian. Megara— Greek^ ' 
Does it strike a responsive chord in you ? ” 

Yardley shook his head, and Vaughn anrl Isham 
shrugged. ' “ 

“ You know,” said Ellery, taking out his cigarette case 
and lighting a pellet with quick puffs, “ it’s little; things 
like this -that make life interesting, I’ve a friend who is 
a lunatic on one subject — ^that inane and juvenile game 
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.caUed Geography. Why he’s attracted to it the Unknow- 
^ able only knows, biit he plays it at eve^ conceivable oppor-_ 

' rtunity. With Brad it was checkers, with many it’s golf— 

V _ ^ well, with this friend'of mine it’s Geography, He’s developed 
it to the point where he knov^ thousands of little geographic 
names.. Something that came up not long ago ...” 

' . ‘ “ You’re being provocative,” snapped Professor Yardley. 

. - " Proceed.” 

' Ellery grinned. “ Thomas Brad was a Roum a nian — there 
' is a city m Rouniama' named Brad. Does that mean any- 
^ thing to you ? ” 

V Not a damned thing,” growled Vaughn. 

; “Stephen Megara is a Greek. There is a city in Greece 
^ named Megara ' ” 

“Well,” muttered Isham, “ what of it ? ” 

, Ellery tapped Isham’s arm lightly.^" And suppose I tell 
you that the man who seemingly has no connection with 
. ^ cither our millionaire rug importer or our milhonaire 
yachtsman, the poor Arroyo schoolmaster, who was mur- 
' defed six months ago — ^m a word, that Andrew Van . . ” 

‘ ' - “ You don’t mean to say spluttered Vaughn. 

' ' “ Van’s naturalisation papers gave his native coimtry as 
Armen^ There’s a city in Armenia called Van — ^and a 
. . lakfe, too, for that matter.” He relaxed, and smiled. “ And . 
- ifin three cases, two related on the surface, the other related 
to one of the two by method of murder, the same phe- 

. nomeuon occurs ” Ellery shrugged “ If that’s coinci- 

,dence. Then I’m the Queen of Sheba.” 

*VCtertainly peculiar,” muttered Professor Yardley. “ On 
, “ ' -.the surface, -a deliberate attempt to authenticate nationali- 
ties.”' 

“ As if all the names are assumed, were picked from an 
", 'atlas ” Ellery blew a smoke-ring. “ Interesting, eh Three 
gentlemen obviously of foreign extraction Very desirous 
, indeed of concealing their real names and, judging from the 
care they, employed to authenticate tlieir nationalities, as 
* ^ you say, of concealing their true birthplaces as well ” 

- ' “'Good God,” groaned Isham. “ What next ? ” 


V 


i 
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- “ An even more significant fact,” said Elier>^ cheerfully. ' 

“ One would suppose tliat Van, Brad, and Mcgara having 
changed their names, the fourth foreign actor in the tragedy, 
the elusive Krosac, also picked his moniker from Rand-- 
McNally But he didn’t — at least, there’s no city anywhere 
m Europe or in the Near East named Krosac. No city,' lake, 
mountain, anything. The inference ? ” 

“ Three aliases,” said the Professor slow'ly, and one 
apparently genuine name. With tlic owner of the apparently 
genuine name indubitably involved in the murder of one" of 
the aliases Perhaps ... I should say, Queen, my boy, that ' 
we’re beginning to grasp the key to the hieroglyphs.” 

' “ You agree, tlien,” said Ellery with eagerness, “ that 
there’s an Egyptian aroma in the atmosphere ? ” 

Yardley started. “ Oh, that ! My dear chap, can’t a peda- 
gogue use a simple figure of speech without being taken 
literally ? ” 


6: CHECKERS AND PIPES 

They were all thoughtful as they left the drawing- 
room and Isham led the way to the right wing of the house, 
where the late Thomas Brad’s study was situated. A 
detective paraded the hall in front of the dosed library 
door. As they paused before it, a stout motherly-looking 
woman in rusthng black appeared from somew’herc in the 
rear. - ' ' 

** I’m Mrs- Baxter,” she announced anxiously. ** Can I 
offer you gendemen some luncheon ? ” 

Inspector Vaughn’s eyes grew brighter. “An angel in 
disguise I I fotgot all about chow. You’re the housekeeper, 
aren’t you ? ” ' 

“ Yes, sir. WiU the other gendemen eat, too ’ ” 

Professor Yardley shook his head. “ I’ve really no light 
to .impose this way. My oivn place is just across the road, ~ 
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I know Old Nanny is fiirious at' my absence. Vittles 
gei^n* cold, as she says. I think I’ll leave now. . . . Queen, 
you*re my guest, remember.” 

Must you go ? ” asked Ellery “ I’ve been looking for- 
/ wiuxi to a long talk. . . 

i’ See you to-night.” The Professor waved his arm “ I’ll 
' take your bags out of that old wreck of yours and park 
^your car in my own garage.” 

He smiled at the two officials and walked off. 

' Luncheon w^as a solemn affair It was served in a cheery 
' ’ dining-room to thC' three* men — no one else m the house 
SMmed inclined toward food— and for the most part they 
f'’" ate in silence. Mrs. Baxter served them herself. 

' Ellery munched doggedly ; his brain was spinning like 
a planet and hurling off some extraordinary thoughts But 
, he 'kept th'em to himself. Isham complained once, with 

, fervour,' about his sciatica. The house was quiet 

It was two o’clock when they" left the dining-room and, . 
returned- to the right wing. The hbrary proved a spacious 
' affair, the study of a cultured man It was square, and its 
immaculate hardwood floor was covered except for a three- 
foot border -by a thick Chmese rug. There were built-m 
. ' shelves filled with books on two walls, from floor to beamed 
c^mg. In an alcove chiselled out of the angle of tivo walls 
_stbod_a small-grand piano with mellow keys, open, its top 
propped ,up — evidently as Thomas Brad had left it die 
, .. 1 night- before. A low round reading-table in the centre of 
' the room was covered with magazines and sraoLmg-acces- 
.sones. A divan stood before one of^the walls, its front 
' iegs resting on the rug , on the opposite wall a secretary'’, 

- its dropleaf down Ellery noticed that on the dropleaf, in 

plain view, stood two botdes of ink, red and black , both, 

/ , he observed mechanically, were nearly full 

- ■ ‘M went through that secretary with a magnifying glass,” 

< ' said Isham, flmging^himself upon the divan “ First thing 
\we^did, naturally It stood to reason that if that was 
Brad’s personal. writing-desk it might contain papers of 
us in the investigation.” He shrugged. “ Nothing 
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doing. Everything is as innocent as a nnn’s diary. As for 
the rest of the room— well, you can sec for yourself Nothing 
else here of a personal nature, and besides the mufdcr was 
committed in the summer-house. It’s just those checkers, 
now.” , ' , 

” Now,” added Inspector Vaughn, “ that we’ve found 
the red checker near the totem-pole ” 

“ You’ve gone through die rest of the house, I suppose ? ” 
remarked Ellery, strolhng about. 

“ Oh, yes, in a routine w'ay. Brad’s bedroom, and so .on' ' 
Absolutely nothing of interest.” 

Ellery turned his attention to the circular reading-tabic. 
Taking from his pocket the glassine envelope of tobacco 
fragments from the pipe found on the summer-house floor, 
he unscrewed the cap of a large humidor lying on the table 
and dug his hand mto it. It emerged wdth a fistful of tobacco 
identical in colour and cut — ^the uncommon cube-cut — with ' 
the tobacco from the pipe 

He laughed. “ Well, no question about the filthy w'ecd, 
at any rate. Another clue gone up the chimney. It w’as 
Brad’s, if this humidor was Brad’s.” 

“ And it was,” said Isham. 

Experimentally, Ellery opened a tiny drawer whose out- 
hne was visible beneath the table’s circular top. It was, he 
found, cluttered with a veritable collection of pipes, all of ' 
them of excellent quality, all %veU used, but all in the con-^ 
venlional shapes — ^the usual bowls with straight or curved 
stems There were meerschaums, briars, and bakelitcs , 
tw'o were thin and very long— old English clay church- 
wardens. ' ' 

“Hmm,” he said. “Mr. Brad belonged to the innei - 
shnne. Checkers and pipes — they invariably go together. 

I’m surprised that there’s no dog before the hearth Well, ' 
nothing here.” 

“ Any like this one ? ” demanded'Vaughn, producing the' 
Neptune-and-tndent pipe ' ' " - - 

Ellery shook his h^d. “ You’d scarcely expect to find 
another, would you ? A man wouldn’t have two like thaL * 
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No case,; either. I should think he’d get lockjaw just hold- 
ing that monstrosity in his mouth. It must have been a 

. Ellery “turned his attention' to the mam exhibit — the 
ol^ect which stood to the left of the open secretary on the 
, same^ Wall, across the room from the divan. 

It was an ingenious device : a collapsible checker table' 
' which, it was evident, could be folded and swung back 
-into a shallow niche in the wail directly behind it, to which 
' it was attached by hinges. A sliding shutter, now resting 
^above the niche, could be lowered to conceal the entire 
contrivance. In addition, there were two wall-chairs, one 
at'cach side of the table, which could be similarly swung 
back into the wall. 

Brad must have been an addict indeed,” remarked 
, 'Ellery, “ to have installed built-m apparatus. Hmm . . , 

I suppose this is as he left it. It hasn’t been touched ? ” 

' “ Not by us, anyway,” said Isham indifferently “ See 

' what you can make of it ” 

The top of the table, a ghttering piece of craftsmanship,” 
was’ inlaid in the usual design of sixty-four alternating 
"White and black squares, all surrounded, by a rich mother- 
of-pearl border. There was a wide margin at each player’s 
iide for the stacking of pieces not in play. In the mar^n, 
on the side nearer the secretary, nine red checkers lay scat- 
^tcred — ^red pieces captured by the Black side. In the oppon 
- site margin were three black pieces, captured by Red. On 
the boa:fd itself, m position of play, lay three black “ kings ” . 
(made- by placing one black piece above another), and 
three single black pieces , also two smgle red pieces, one of 
■7 which W£is situated on Black’s first, or starting, row of 
squares. 

Ellery studied the board and the margins thoughtfully. 

“ Where’s the box these came from ? ” 

Tsham kicked m the direction of the secretary. On the 
open dropleaf lay a cheap cardboard rectangular box, 
empty. ' , 

** Eleven “red pieces,^ said Ellery, gazing at the wall. 

* ' ' I 
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There should be twelve, of course. One red piece of the 
identical description found near tlae totem-post.” 

“ Right,” sighed Isham. “ Checked over with tlic rest 
of the household ; there aren*t any other checker sets in the . 
house. So that red piece we found must have come from > 
here.” 

“ Quite so,” said Ellery'. ** Tills is interesting, most inter- 
esting.” He looked down at the pieces again. 

“ You think so ? ” said Isham sourly. “ Y'ou won’t in a 
minute. I know what you’ve got in mind. It isn’t so. Wait 
till I get Brad’s butler in here.” 

He went to the door and said to the detective: “Get 
that Stalimgs fellow in here again. The butler.” 

Ellery raised eyebrows that spoke eloquently, but he said 
nothing. He went to the secretary and idly picked up the , 
empty cardboard checker box. Isham watched him , with 
a little snarling grin. 

“And that, too,” said Isham unexpectedly, - . 
Ellery looked up “Yes, I wondered about that the 
moment I came in here WTiy an inveterate player, who 
goes to the trouble and expense of installmg an elaborate 
checker outfit should use cheap w'ooden pieces.” 

“ You’ll find out in a minute. Nothing startling, I can . 
promise you that ” 

The detective opened the door fi-om the hall, and a tall 
thin man with sallow cheeks and bland eyes entered. He 
was dressed simply in black. There was something obse- , 
quions about him. 

“ Stallings,” said Isham without preliminary, «“ I want 
you to repeat for the benefit of these gentlemen some qi 
the information you gave me this morning.” 

“ I’ll be glad to, sir,” said the butler. He had a soft, 
pleasant voice - 

“ First, how do you explain the fact that Mr. Brad placed 
with' these cheap checkers ? ” 

" Very simply, sir, as I told you before. Mr. Brad 
Stallings sighed and rolled his eyes ceihngv\'ard — “ alw-ays 
used only the best He had this table and the chadrs made 
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to order, and the wall was hollowed out for them to fit 
mto. At the same time he purchased a very expensive set 
af ivory checkers, all very intricately carved, you might 
iay, -and he has 'used them for -years. Then notTong ago 
Temple admired the set so much that Mr. Brad, as he 
r." kdd to me one day ” — Stallings sighed again — “ meant to 
c surprise him by giving him a set just like it. Only two weeks 
ago he sent his set to some private carver in Brooklyn to, 
y ^ve the twenty^four pieces duplicated, and they haven’t 
''' ' ,Come back yet. He couldn’t get anything but these cheap 
’ ones at the moment, so he used them in the meantime ” 

‘ ” And, Stallings,” said the District Attorney, “ now tell 

•j"-' us about what happened yesterday evening.” 

. ** Yes, sir.” Stallings ran the tip of a red tongue along 

his lips Just before leavmg the house last mght, as Mr ,, 
s ' '--Brad had ordered ” 

'' “ Hold on,” said Ellery sharply. “ You were instructed 

io leave the house last night ? ” 
y, ^ /*Yes, sir. When, lifr. Brad got home from the City 
' j^esterday, Ke called Fox, Mrs. Baxter, and myself into this 
■< ■ very room.” Stallings swallowed hard at some tender 
. memory. ** Mrs. Brad and Miss Helene had already left 
they- were going to the theatre, I beheve ; Mr. Lmcoln 
’ didn’t come home for dinner at all ... Mr. Brad looked 
very tired. He'took out a ten-doUar bill and gave it to me, 
'"V tod told "Fox, Mrs Baxter, and me to take the evemng off” 

" after dinner^ He said he wanted to be alone for the entire 
^ -- evening, and told Fox he* imght take the small car So we 

, / ^ ” I see,” muttered Ellery. 

, What’s , the story about the checkers, Stallings ^ 

,Frouipted Isham. ' 

- ", , Stalhngs bobbed his long head “ Just before I left the 
-'X homie — Fox and Mrs. Baxter were already in the car in 
' ^'the drivewa,y outside— I went into the hbrary to see if 
' ttierc-was anything I could do for Mr. Brad before we le t 
y him, and he .said no, and he told me, ratlier nerv- 

, ’(Aisly/ L thought, to go out with the others. 

'' * I - 
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An observant chap, aren’t you ? ” said Ellery smiling. 
Stallings looked gratified. “ I try to be, sir. Anyway, as 
I told Mr. Isham this morning, %vhcn I came in here last - , 
evening Mr. Brad was sitting at the checker table pla-jing 
vsith himself, so to speak.” 

“Then he wasn’t playing wth somebody,” muttered 
Inspector Vaughn. “ Why the dc^dl didn’t you tell me, 
Isham ? ” 

The District Attorney spread his hands, and Ellery said : ^ 

“ Just what do you mean, Stallings ? ” 

“ Well, sir, he had all the pieces spread out, blacks and 
reds, and he was playing both sides. It was the beginning 
of a game. First he moved a piece from the side where he 
was silting, then he thought a while and moved a piece 
firom the opposite side. I saw only two moves.” 

So,” said Ellery, wth pursed lips. “ In which chair - 
was he sitting ? ” 

“ In that one, near the secretary. But when he made tlic 
Red move he got up and sat in the opposite chair, studying 
the board as he always does.” Stallings smacked his lips, 

" A very good player, Mr. Brad w'as, very careful. He used 
to practise alone that way very often.” 

“ And there you are,” said Isham wearily. “ The checker 
business doesn’t mean a curse.” He sighed. “ Now about 
yourselves, Stallings.” 

“ Yes, sir,” rephed the butler. “ We all drove to the City. 
Fox dropped Mrs Baxter and me off at the Roxy Theatre, 
and said he’d come back for us after the picture let out. I 
don’t know where he went.” 

“,And did he come back for you ? ” asked Inspector 
Vaughn, suddenly alert. 

No, sir, he ^d not. We waited a full half-hour for 
him, but we thought he must have had an accident or somc- 
thing, so we took the train back and cabbed fi:om the 
station.” 

** Cabbed, hey ? ” The Inspector looked pleased. '** Boys 
at the station did a rushing business last mght. What time 
was it you got back ? ” ' - ■ 
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- ^“Around mdnight, sir, maybe a bttle after. I’m not 
sure.” 

“ Was Fox back when you got here ? ” 

Stellmgs looked prim. “I’m afiraid I can’t say, sir. I 
don’t know. He lives in the little cabin,in the woods near 
the Gove, and even if there was a light we couldn’t. see it 
because of the trees ” 

“ Well, we’ll attend to that. You haven’t had much-of 
a talk with Fox, have you, Isham ? ” 

I haven’t had the opportunity.” - ‘ 

“ One moment,” said Ellery. “ Stallings, did Mr. Brad 
'say.ahytlung to you last night about expecting a visitor ? ” 
“,No, sir. He just said he wanted to be- alone for the 
evening.” 

" ** Did he often send you. Fox, and Mrs. Baxter off that 
way ? ” 

' “ No, sir. It was the first time ” 

“ One thing more.” Ellery went to the drcular reading- 
table and tapped the humidor \vith the tips of his fingers. 
“ Know what’s in this jar ? ” 

" .Stallings looked astonished, Certainly, sir ! Mr. Brad’s 
tobacco.” 

“Very good ! Is this the only pipe tobacco in the house ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. Mr. Brad was ifesy about his tobacco, and 
that’s a special blend he had made up and imported from 
England. He never smoked anything else. In fact,” said 
Stalhngs in a burst of confidence, “ Mx. Brad often said 
there wasn’t an Amencan pipe tobacco worth its salt.” 

For no reason at all an incongruous thought flashed into 
Ellery’s mind. Andrew Van and his caviar ; Thomas Brad 
and his imported,tobacco. . . He shook his head “ There’s 
another thing, Stalhngs. Inspector, would you imnd 'show- 
ing that Neptime’s-head pipe to Stalhngs ^ ” 

Vaughn produced the carved pipe again. Stallings looked 
at it for a moment, and then nodded “ Yes, sir, I’ve seen 
diat pipe around.” 

^The three mfin sighed in concert Luck seemed to be 
working in the interests of crime rather than punishment 
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Yes, that's the way it goes. ... It was Brad’s, eh ? ” 
grunted Ishara. ^ 

“ Oh, I’m sure of it, sir,” said the butler. ** Not that 
he’d smohe any one pipe for very long. He always said ^ 
that a pipe, like a human being, needs a vacation every 
once in a while. His drawer is full of very good pipes, sir. 
But I recognise that one, sir. I’ve seen it many limes before. 

. Although not lately, come to think of it.” 

All right, all right,” said Isham irritably. ” Beat it, 
now,” and Stallings, with a stiff little bow, became the ' 
butler again and marched out of the study. 

“ That setdes the checker business,” said the Inspector ' 
grimly, “ and the pipe business, and the tobacco business.' 
Just a lot of wasted time.'- Gives us an interesting lead on 
Fox, though.” He rubbed his hands. “Not so bad. 'And 
with that Oyster Island bunch to look over, we’re going" 

' to have a busy day.” 

- “ Days, don’t you think ? ” smiled EUeiy% “ This is quite 
like old times I ” ' 

Someone tapped on the door, and Inspector Vaughn . 
crossed the room to open it. A man wth a saturnine face 
stood there He whispered for some minutes to Vaughn, 
and Vaughn nodded repeatedly. Finally, the Inspector- 
closed the door and returned. 

“ IVhat’s up ? ” demanded Isham. 

“ Nothing much A lot of blanks, I’m afiaid. My men 
report that they haven’t found a damned thing on the 
grounds. Not a thing. Gripes, it’s unbelievable ! ” ' 

“ What were you looking for ? ” asked Ellery. . ' 

“ The head, man, the head ! ” .. 

No one said anything for a long time, and the chill wind 
of tragedy crept into the room. It was hard to believe, look- ^ 
ing out into the suimy gardens, that the master of all this 
peace and beauty and luxury lay, a stiff headless corpse, 
in the County Morgue, like any nameless vagrant fished 
out of Long Island Sound. 

" Anything else ? ” said Isham at last. He was growling 
to himself. 
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* ‘ The boyB have had the r^lroad station people over the 
‘coals,” 'said' Vaughn quietly. “ And every resident within 
■five miles. Been looking, Mr. Queen, for possible visitors 
lastinight. From Lincoln’s and Stalhngs’s stories it’s pretty 
‘obvious that Brad expected somebody last night. A man 
'doesn’t ship his wife, his stepdaughter, his business associate 
and his servants off unless there’s sometliing queer in the 
wind'^and he wants privacy. Never did it before, either, 


sec ? ” — 

“ I see only too clearly,” retorted Ellery. “ No', you’re 
perfectly -justified in that assumption, Inspector. Brad 
expected someone last night, there’s no doubt about it. 

' - ‘‘Well, we didn’t strike one person who could give us 
a lead. Even the conductors on the trains and the station 
people don’t remember a stranger cormng by rail a.round 
nine o’clock or so last night. Neighbours ? ” The Inspector 
"shrugged. *‘ Couldn’t expect anything there, I suppose. 
Anyone might have come and gone without leaving a ^tail. 

‘‘ As a matter of fact,” said the District Attorney, “ I 
think you’re attempting the impossible, Vaughn No visitOT 
coming here last night with criminal intent would be sue 
’•/ a damned fool as to get off at the nearest railroad station. 
' 'He’d get off a station or two before or after and wallc the 
, rest of the way.” 

' *‘ How about the. possibility of the visitor s having come 


by automobile ^ ” asked Ellery. , , . 

Vaughn shook his head. “ We looked for that early this 
mormng But in the grounds themselves the roads are 
gravel, which aren’t any help ; the highways ar^acadam, 
and it didn’t rain or anything— no go, Mr. Queen, Its 

possible, of course.” , 

Ellery mused deeply. ‘‘ There’s stiU another possibihty, 

Inspector. -The Sound ! ” ' . j V 

The Inspector stared out of the .window. And haven t 
we thought of Mai,” he said with an ugly httle laugi. 
^“What a cinch it would have been ! Hire a boat fmm me 
New York or Connecticut shore^a motor-boat 1 ve 

got a couple of men following that lead-up now. 


THE EGYPTIAN: CROSS MYSTERY 


Ellery grinned. Quod fugUy usqmseqtior — ch, Inspector ? ** 
“ Huh ? ” 

Isham rose, “ Let’s get the hell out of here. There’s work 
to do.” 


7: FOX AND THE ENGLISH 

They walked more deeply into fog. No light ap- - 
peared anywhere. 

It was not to he expected that Mrs. Baxter, the -house- 
keeper, for example, would have anything of importance 
to contribute. Yet it was necessary, in the interests of 
thoroughness, to question her. They returned to the 
drawing-room and went through the dreary business. Mrs. 
Baxter, in a flutter, merely confirmed Stallings’s story of 
the excursion the night before. No, Mr. Brad had said 
nothing to her about visitors. No, when she served dinner 
to Mr. Brad alone in the dining-room he did not seem 
particularly upset, or nervous. Just a little absent-minded, 
perhaps. Yes, Fox had dropped them off at the Roxy. Yes, 
she and Stallings had returned to Bradwood by train and 
taxi-cab, arriving a little past midnight. No, she didn’t 
believe Mrs. Brad or the others had come home yet, but 
she wasn’t certain. The house was dark ? Yes, sir Anything 
seem ^vrong ? No, sir. 

All right, Mrs. Baxter. . . . The elderly housekeeper 
retreated hastily, and the Inspector swore with fluency. 

Ellery looked on, preoccupied mth a spot at the base' 
of a finger-nail at odd moments. The name Andrew Van 
kept swimming about in the channels of his brain. 

Come on,” said Isham. Let’s talk to that chaufieur, 
Fox.” 

tie strode out of the house with Vaughn, and Ellery 
ambled after, sniffing the Jime roses and wondering when 
his colleagues would stop' chasing their tails and embark 
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foT'^Hat vcryanteresting patch, of earth and trees in the 
Sound, O^ter^Island.'. . . 

' ;Isham Ic’d the way around the left wing of the main house, 
along a narrow gravel path-which very soon entered a care- 
ftilly wild grove. A short walk, and they emerged from under 
Ihc trees to a clearing in the centre of which stood a pleasant 
little cabin built of shaven logs. A county trooper lounged 
, conspicuously in the sun before the hut. 

/ Ishain knocked on the stout door, and a man’s deep 
"voice said : Gome on in.” 

, ' When they entered, he was on his feet, planted like an 
oak, fists doubled, his face curiously motded with spots of 
pallor. He was a taU straight man, thin and tough as a 
■ bamboo shoot. When he saw' who his visitors were, his fists 
unclenched, his shoulders sagged, and he groped for the 
back of the home-made chair before which he was standing. 

' “ Pox,” said Isham peremptorily, “ I didn’t get much 
of an opportunity this morning to talk to you ” 

“ No, sir,’’ said Fox. The pallor, Ellery saw with a little 
sensation of surprise, was not temporary ; it was the man’s 
'natural complexion. 

- - “We know how, you found the body,” continued the ' 
-District Attorney, dropping into the only other chair in 
the hut. 

“ Yes, sir,” muttered Fox. “ It was an aivfiil exp ~ ^ 
, “ What .we want to know now,” said Isham without in- 
,flection, “ is why you left Stalhngs"and Mrs. B^ter last 
night, where you went, and when you got home ” 
^ptuiously, the rnn-n did not blanch or cringe j ^^e ex- 
pression on his mottled features did not change. I just - 
,drove around town,” he said. “ I got back to Bradwood 
a little before midmght.” ' 

' Inspector Vaughn came forward dehberately 
clamped his hand on Fox’s limp arm “ Look here, he 
said, almost pleasantly. “ We’re not trying to hurt you, or 
frame you, you understand. If you’re' on the level, we 

let you alone j * j 

^ “ I’m on the level,” said Fox. Ellery thought he detected 
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traces of culture in the man’s pronunciation and intona* 
tions. He watched him with growing interest. 

“ All right,” said Vaughn. ** That’s fine. Now forget all 
that bunk about just driving around tov'n. Give it-to uS' 
straight, \\liere did you go ? ” 

“ I’m giving it to you straight,” replied Fox in a dead, 
even voice. “I drove around Fifth Avenue- and through 
the Park and on Riverside Drive for a long time. It 
nice out, and I enjoyed the air.” 

The Inspector dropped his arm suddenly and grinned 
at Isham. “ He enjoyed the air. WTiy didn’t you call 
for Stallings and Mrs. Baxter after they got out of thd 
movie ? ” 

Fox’s broad shoulders twitched in the suspicion of^a 
shrug. “ No one told me to.” 

Isham looked at Vaughn, and Vaughn looked at Isham. 
Ellery, however, looked at Fox ; and he was surprised to 
see the man’s eyes — it seemed impossible — fill %vith tears. 

” Okay,” said Isham finally. “ If that’s your stor}', you’re^ 
stuck wth it, and God help you if ive find out othenvisc. 
Hov 7 long have you worked here ? ” 

“ Since the first of the year, sir.” 

“ References ? ” ~ 

“ Yes, sir ” Silently he turned and went to an old side- 
board. He fumbled in a draw'er and brought out a clean, 
carefully preserved envelope. 

The IDistrict Attorney ripped it open, glanced over the 
letter inside, and handed it to Vaughn. The Inspector 
read it more carefully, then, flipping it on the table, in- 
explicably strode out of the hut. 

Seems all right,” said Isham, rising. “By the way — ^’’ou, 
Stallings and Mrs. Baxter are the only people employed 
here, aren’t you ? ” 

** Yes, sir,” said Fox without raising his eyes," He picked 
up his references and kept turning the envelope and paper 
over between his fingers. 

** — ^Fox,” said Ellery. “ When you got home last night, 

did you see or hear an^^thing unusual ? ” 


, fYou stay put,” said Isham, and left the, hut. Outside, 
^LOSp^ot Vaughn joined him, and Ellery ' paused in the 
^||p<^ay.'JFbx, inside, had not moved. 

. ‘ ** fife’s lying'in his teeth about last night,’’ said Vaughn 
low^y ;'Fox could not help but hear. “ We’ll check up right 

iwvay.” . U 

*1" Ellery win reH . There was something ruthless about the 
‘tactics of both men, and he could not forget the tears in 
IFox’s'eyes. ‘ - 

Ih' ^silence they cut over towards the west Fox s hut 
•twas not far from the waters of Ketcham’s Cove, and they 
could see the sunny glint of blue through the trees as they 
lAumbled along. A short distance from thfe hut they struck 


a narrow' road, unfenced. 

" ■■ ** Brad’s property,”, grunted Isham “ He wouldn t fence 
it.’ The house those Lynn people rented must lie over in 
?^t stretch beyond the road.” 

, ' They crossed the road and at once plunged into c^hedral 
woods It, was five minutes before Vaughn found the foot- 
^path which led through the dense underbrush toward the 
^west. Shortly ,after the path widened, the woods grew 
sparser, and liiey saw a low rambling stone house set in 
the' heart of the trees. A man and a woman were sitting 
. iEm the open porch. The man xose rather hasti y as t e 

Snares of the three , visitors came into view. 

” ' Mr. and Mrs. Lyim ? ” said the District Attorney, as 

they paused at the foot of the porch. ' 

' In the flesh,” said the man " I’m Percy Lynn My 

wife here You gentlemen are from Bradwood . 

'--Lynn was a tall dark sharp-featured 
dose-cropped oily hair and shrewd eyes Eliza ^ ^ , 

"WM blonde and fat , the smile on her face seemed fixed 


ihere. 

' Isham nodded, and Lynn said 


" Well . won’t you 


“ ''Mt’s^all right,” said Inspector Vaughn pleasantly. We 
"Lyron’t stay but a minute Heard the news ^ 
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The Englishman nodded soberly ; his wfc’s smile, how- 
ever, did not fade. “ Shocking,' really,” said Lynn. ” The 
first we knew about it was when I walked down to Uic road 
and bumped into a bobby. He told me about the tragedy.** 
“Naturally,** said Mrs. Lynn in a shrill voice, we 
wouldn’t dream of going over then.” - - 

“ No, naturally not,” agreed her husband. 

There was a little silence, in which Isham and Vaughn - 
conversed in the language of the eyes. The Lynns remained 
motionless ; there was a pipe in the tall man’s hand, and a ^ 
httle curl of smoke rose without trembling into his face. . ** 
He gestured ivith the pipe suddenly. “ Come now,” he 
said. “ I realise perfectly well how deuced awkward it is, 
gentlemen. You’re the police, I presume ? ” ~ 

“ That’s right,” said Isham. He seemed content to permit 
Lynn to make all the advances, and Vaughn remained in 
the background. As for Ellery, he was fascinated by that 
awful smile on the woman’s face. Then he grinned himself j 
he knew now why it was so rigid. Mrs. Lynn had false, 
teeth. 

“ You’ll want to see our passports, I fancy,” Lynn w'ent ^ 
on in a grave voice. Check up on the neighbours and"' 
friends, and all that sort of thing. Eh ? ” 

The passports proved in order. ^ 

“ I fency too you’ll want to know just how we come — - 
Mis. Lynn and I — to be living here . . .” began the English- ' 
man when Isham returned the passports. 

“ We’ve heard all that firom Miss Brad,” said Isham. He 
moved up two steps suddenly, and the Lynns stiffened. 

“ Where were you people last night ? ” - 

Lynn cleared his throat noisily “ ^ — ^yes Of course. 
As a matter of fact, we were m the City. . .” ' 

“ New York ? ” 

** Quite so We went into towm for dinner and to see a 
play; — crumby sort of thing.” 

“ What tune did you get back here ? ” , 

Mrs. Lynn shnlled unexpectedly “ Oh, we didn’t We 
spbnt the night at an hotel. It was much too late to— 
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' <** What hbtH ? ” asked the Inspector. ^ 

' " “ The Roosevelt.” 

Isham grinned. “ Say, how late was it, anyway ? ” 

. “ Oh, past midnight,” replied the Englishman. “ We had 
a'snack after the play, and ” 

’ “ That’s fine,” said the Inspector. “ Know many people 
aroimd here ? ” 

'They shook their heads together. “ Scarcely anyone/’ said 
Lynn. ** Except the Brads and that very interesting chap, 
Professor Yardley, and Dr. Temple. That’s all, really.” 

-Ellery smiled ingratiatmgly. “Have either of you by 
any chance ever visited Oyster Island ? ” 

:: The Englishman smiled briefly m return. “ Blank there, 
old chap. Nudism is nothmg new to us. We had our fill of it 
in Germany.” 

“ Besides,” put in Mrs. Lynn, “ the people on that 

island ” She shuddered dehcately. “ I quite agreed ivith 

poor Mr: Brad that they should be ejected.” 

“ Ihnra,” said Isham. “ Any explanation to offer for 
'the tragedy ? ” 

“ We’re quite at a loss, sir Quite. Fearful thing, though. 
Savage ” Lynn tchk-tchked. “ Sort of thing that gives your 
splendid country a black eye on the Continent ” 

“ Yes, indeed,” said Isham dniy. " Thanks . . . Come 
along.’-’ 


' - 8: OYSTER ISLAND 

Ketcham’s Cove was a rough semi-circle torn out 
.qf the shore of Thomas Brad’s estate. In the centre of the 
Sre' of beach, bobbed a large slip, to which several motor- 
' boats and a launch lay moored. Ellery, who had returned 
vdth his two companions to the westivard road and followed 
It toward the water, found himself standing on a smaller 
.slip several hundred yards from the mam moorings Across 
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the water, not a mile away, sprawled Oyster Island. Its 
shore-line looked as if the Island had been v/renched bodily' 
out of the mainland, becoming slightly distended in the 
process. Ellery could not see tlie otlier side of the Island* - 
but he judged that its contour had inspired its name. 

Oyster Island, set like a green gem in the turquoise badk- . 
ground of Long Island Sound, was, so far as hny outward 
appearance indicated, a primeval tangle of forest. The trees 
and wld shrubs ran almost to the water’s edge No . . . , 
there was a small landing-dock. By straining his eyes he 
could make out its grey rickety outline. But there was no 
other man-made structure in sight. 

Isham strode out on the slip and yelled : Hi I ” to a 
police launch idly cruising back and forth between the 
mainland and Oyster Island. Through the little strait to 
the west Ellery saw the stem of another police launch ; it 
was patrolling dose to shore, he realised, as it disappeared 
behind the Island. 

The first launch shot landward and made fast to the slip. . 

“ Well, here goes,” said Vaughn in a rather tense voice, as 
he stepped into the launch. ** Gome on, Mr. Queen. This 
may be the end ” 

Ellery and Isham jumped in, and the launch swerved, 
widely as it headed duectly for the centre of tlic oyster. 

- They knifed across the Cove. Gradually they got a clearer - 
view of the Island and the mainland. Not far from the shp 
at which they had embarked, they now saw, lay a sunilar 
slip to'the west— evidently for the use of the Lynns. A row- 
boat, moored to one of the bitts, bleached there in the sun. 
At a corresponding point eastw'ard across the Cove a replica 
of the Lynns’ shp was visible. 

“ Dr Temple hves off there, doesn’t he ? asked Ellery. 

“ Yes. That must be his laning-place.” The eastern slip 
was empty of craft. 

The launch sheared the water. As they drew nearer the 
little dock on Oyster Island,, its details leaped into view 
They sat silently ivatching it grow. ^ . 

Suddenly Inspector Vaughn sprang to his feet, his fecc 
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suffused with ' excitement, and yelled ; “ Something’s 
happening over there ! ” 

- They stared at the dock. The figure of a man, carrying a 
struggling, faintly screaming woman in his arms, had 
‘ dashed out of the brush, leaped heavily into a tmy out- 
board motor-boat which they now saw was tied to the 
western side of the dock, dumped the woman .unceremoni- 
ously on the bow thwart, turned the engine over, and with 
a rush drove Ae boat away firom the dock, heading directly 
for the oncommg police launch. The woman, as if stunned, 
•lay still ; they could see the man’s dark face as he turned 
quickly to look back at the Island. 

Not ten seconds after the escape — ^if indeed it was an 
escape — ^an astonishing apparition burst out of the woods, 
following the same path the runaways had taken. 

It was a nude man. A tall, wide, brown and heavily 
muscled fellow, with a mane of black hair tossing with the 
wind of his passage. Tarzan, thought Ellery ; he was half- 
prepared to see the trunk of Tarzan’s elephantine and 
'•^improbable compamon appear from the brush behind him. 
But where was the loin-sHn? . . . They could make out his 
cuise of disappointment as he stopped short on the dock, 
glanng after the departing boat. He stood there for a 
moment, ropy’ arms hangmg loosely, utterly unconscious of 
his nakedness. He had eyes only for the outboard, and the 
man m tlie boat was looking back tensely, apparently 
unaware df what lay in the path of his craft. 

Then, so suddenly that Ellery blinked, the nude man 
^ vanished He had executed a swift dive from the edge of the 
dock, .cleaving the water like a harpoon. He reappeared 
almost at once and broke into a fast, distance-eating crawl, 
headmg for the runaways. 

- “ The damned fool I ” exclaimed Isham. “ Does he 

expect to overhaul a motor-boat ? ” 

“ The motor-boat’s stopped,” observed Ellery dniy. 

, " isham, startled, looked sharply at the^outboard. It lay 
.dead in the water a hundred yards off-shore ; and its pilot 
was working frantically over the traihng motor. 

Dm 
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“ Hit ’er up ’ ” shouted Inspector Vaughn to the polux 
pilot. “ That guy’s got murder in his eyes 1 ” 

The launch roared, and its siren let out a deep-throated 
whine that raised echoes behind the Island As if for thtf 
'first time conscious of the launch’s presence, the man in 
the boat and the man in the water froze to search out the 
source of the warning. The swimmer, treading ivatcr, stared 
for an instant, then shook a cascade from his hair savagely 
and dived He reappeared a moment later in another fast 
crawl, but this time he was retreating to the Island as if all 
the devils out of hell were in his wake 
The girl on the thwart sat up and stared. The man 
dropped into the stem-sheets limply and waved liis hand 
to the launch 

They pulled alongside just as the naked man leaped out 
of the water to shore. Without looking back he tore into 
the protection of the woods, and disappeared. ' 

Astonishingly, as the police craft hooked on to the dead 
outboard, the man threw back his head and laughed — a 
deep, hearty laugh of pure relief and enjoyment. 

He was a thin, wiry mdividual of indeterminate age, 
with brownish hair and a face burnt almost purple — 
a complexion which could only be the result of long 
years under the cquatonal sun. His eyes, too, "looked 
bleached; they were water-grey, almost colourless. His 
mouth was a trap in flesh ; the musdes of his jaw braced 
his purple cheek like girder-steel. Altogether a formidable 
person despite his flight, Ellery dedded, as he "watched 
the man roll on the stem-sheets in the foil ecstasy of his 
glee. 

The female this remarkable man had abducted could 
only be, from her resemblance to Jon^h Lincoln, the 
rebelhous Hester. She was a plain but well-made young 
woman. Well-made, as the embarrassed men in the police 
launch had no difficulty in seeing ; although a man’s coat 
' was draped about her shoulders — ^the laughmg man, 
Ellery noted, was coatless — ^beneath it she was scantily 
concealed in a dirty piece of canvas, as if someone had 
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Jl^bly .covered her nakedness with the first scrap of 
inateriai which lay at hand. 

, She returned their stares out of troubled' blue eyfes, 

’ jtdd then she blushed and shivered, hanging her head. Her 
^ , hand^ crept insensibly into her lap. 

..“"Whafthe hell are you laughing at? ” demanded the 
Inspector. ** And who-are you ? What d’ye mean by kid- 
Z', napping this woman? ” ’ 

. Tlie coatless man dashed a tear from his eyes. “ Don’t 
; ' blame you,” fie gasped. “ Gad, that was fiinny ! ” He shook 
the'‘last remnants of mirth out of his sombre face, and 
' ^ stoo^ up. “ Sorry. My name’s Temple. This“is Miss Hester 
lincoln Thanks Tor the rescue ” 

- “ Come aboard,” growled Vaughn 
■ Isham^ and Ellery helped the silent woman mto the 
i 'launch. 

“I say, wait a 'minute,” snapped Dr. Temple. There 
’ was-no humour in his face now ; it was black witli suspicion. 

“ Who the devil are you people, anyway ? ” 

’ ' . “ Police. Gome on, come on ! ” 

" ** 'Police 1 ” The man’s eyes narrowed, and he clambered 

, slowly mto the launch A detective fastened the outboard 
,to the painter^'af the bigger craft. Dr. Temple looked 
\ from Vaughn to Isham to Ellery. The girl had slumped 
,into a seat and was studying the floor. “ Now, that’s queer 
- What’s happened ? ” 

^ District Attorney Isham told him His face went ghastly 
pale ; and Hester Lincoln looked up with eyes full of horror. 

Brad ^ ” muttered Dr Temple. “ Murdered ... It 
doesn’t seem possible ! Why, only yesterday mormng I 
saw him and ” - 

"Jonah ” began Hester; she was trembhng. “Is 

-r-is- he all nght ? ” 

No one answered her. Dr. Temple was biting his lower 
^ lip ; a very thoughtful look had come into his pallid eyes. 

' " Have you vseen— the Lynns ? ” he asked in a peculiar 
voice, - 
" “Why?”„ 
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Temple was silent ; then he smiled and shrugged. " Oh, 
nothing. Just a friendly question. . . - Poof Tom.”- He 
sat down suddenly and gazed over the water ‘at Oyster 
Island. 

“ Head back to Brad’s landing,” ordered Vaughn. The' 
launch churned the water and began to move back toward 
the mainland. 

Ellery noticed the tall outlandish figure of Professor 
Yardley standing on the big slip, and waved. Yardicy 
waved his ganging arm in reply. 

“ Now, Dr. Temple,” said District Attorney Isham 
grimly, “ suppose you go into your song-and-dance. Wliat’s 
the idea of the big kidnapping scene, and who in the name 
of God is that naked lunatic who was chasing you ? ” 

“ It’s unfortunate. ... I suppose I’d better come out wath 
die truth. Hester— forgive me.” 

The girl did not answer ; she seemed stunned by the news 
of Thomas Brad’s death. 

“ Miss Lincoln,” went on the sun-blackened man, *- has 
been — ^well, let’s say a little impulsive She’s young, and 
certain things make young people lose their heads.” 

“ Oh, Victor,” said Hester in an infinitely wear)’’ voice. , 
“Jonah Lincoln,” continued Dr. Temple with a frown, 
t “ hasn’t taken — ^how shall I say it ? — ^he hasn’t done his, 
duty, as I see it, toward his sister.” 

“ As you see it,” said the girl bitterly. 

“ Yes, Hester, because I feel ” He bit his lip again. 

“ At any rate, when a week passed and Hester hadn’t re- 
turned from that damned Island, I thought it was^ high time 
someone brought her to her senses. Since nobody else^ , 
seemed capable of doing it, I assumed the duty. Nudism ! ” 
He snorted. “'Perversion, as those people practise it. 

I haven’t been a medical man for nothing. They’re a bunch “ 
of fakers trading on the inhibitions of decent people ” 

The girl gasped. “ Victor Temple ! Do you realise 'what 
you’re saying ? ” 

"^Excuse me for butting in,” said the Inspector mildly, 

“ but might I ask what business it is of yoiirs if Miss lincoln 
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ytktais to-prance around without any clotlies on ? She looks 
'of age.” , 

Dr. Temple snapped his jaws together. “ If you must 
know,” he said angrily, “ I feel I have the right to interfere. 
' Emotionally, she’s just a child, an adolescent She’s been 
carried away by a handsome physique and a smooth line 
of talk.” 

“ That weis Paul Romaine, I take it ? ” put in Ellery with 
a dry smile. 

-The physician nodded “ Yes, the insidious blackguard ! 
'He’s the hving trade-mark of that crazy cult of the sun. 
Sun’s all right in its place. ... I went over there this 
morning to scout aroimd. Romaine and I had a little 
tiissle Like cave-men • It was ridiculous, and that’s why I 
laughed a moment ago. But it was serious then, and he’s 
a good deal stronger than I. I saw I was in for it, grabbed 
Miss Lincoln in the approved fashion, and ran for it ” He 
gnnned ^vryly. ” If it wasn’t for the fact that Romaine 
stumbled and Sit his thick head against a rock, I’m afraid 
I should have been properly thrashed. And there’s the story 
of the great abduction.” 

, Hester stared at him dully f she was shivering m her 
fright. ' 

" But I still don’t see what right you had ” began 

Isham. 

Dr. Temple rose, and something fierce came into his eye. 
** It’s -really none of your damned business, whoever you 
may be But I expect to make this young lady my wife some 
day. That’s what right I have. . . . She’s in love with me, 
but she doesn’t-know it. And, by God, I’ll make her know 
it!’» * 

- He glared at her, and for a moment her eyes sparked with 
l»s in an answering glare. 

' ” ‘ This,’ ” murmured EHery to Isham, ” ‘ is tlic very 
ecstasy of love.’ ” 

** Huh ? ” said Isham. 

A trooper caught the hne on the main slip Professor 
Yardley said : ” Hello, Qjieen • Drifted back to see how 
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you \Nere coming on. . . . ’Lo, Temple 1 Anything the 
matter ? ** 

Dr. Temple nodded. “ I’ve just kidnapped Hester, and 
these gentlemen ^vant to hang me.” 

Yardley’s snule faded. ** I’m sorry. - . .” 

“ Er— you come along v.uth us, Professor,” said Ellery. 
“ I think we’ll need you on the Island.” 

Inspector Vaughn added : “ Good idea. Dr. Temple, you 
said you saiv Brad yesterday morning ? ” 

“ Just for a moment As he was leaving for the City. I saw 
him Monday night, too — anight before last. He seemed per- 
fectly normal. I can’t understand it, I really can’t. Any 
suspicions ? ” 

“ I’m asking,” said Vaughn. “ Hoiv’d you spend last 
night. Doctor ? ” 

Temple grinned. “ You’re not starting with me ? 
I was home all evening — ^I live alone, you know. A woman 
comes in every day to cook and clean up.” 

“ Just as a matter of form,” said Isham, “ we’d like to 
know a little more about you ” 

Temple waved a dejected arm. “ Anything you want.” 
“ How long have you lived here ? ” 

“ Since 1921. I’m a retired army oflScer, you know — a 
medical man. I "was in Italy at the outbreak of the War and 
joined the Italian Medical Corps rather impulsively ; I was 
just a shaver out of diapers and Med. School. Rank of Major, 
^ot up once or twice — ^I was in the Balkan campaign, and 
got myself taken prisoner. It wasn’t much fun ” He snulcd 
briefly “ That ended my military career. I was interned 
by the Austrians in Graz for the duration of the War.” ’ 

" And then you came to the States ? ” 

" I knocked about for several years — ^I'd come into a 
sizable inheritance during the War — ^and then drifted back 
■^home. Well, you know how things were for many of us. Old 
friends gone, no family— the usual thing. I settled ' here" 
and I’ve been here ever since playing the country gentle- 
man.” 

“Thanks, Doctor,” said Isham %vith more cordiality. 


' ' CRUCIFIXION OF A MILLIONAIRE IO3 

^We*ll drop you here and^ ” A thought struck him. 

'^*;You*d better go back to the Brad house, Miss Lincoln. 
\Tliere may be foeworks over on the Island. I’ll have your 
_ „ things- sent back,” 

^ Hester Lincoln did not raise her eyes.rBut there was a 
stubborn hardness in her tone as she said • “ I’m not staying 
hcre.'Fm going back.” 

t Dr. Temple dropped his smile. “ Going back he 
' cried “ Are you insane, Hester ? After everything that’s 
: > hap^ ” 

She flung his coat off her shoulders ; the sun blazed on 
r-her brown shoulders and her eyes blazed in sympathy 
: ~ With it. “ I won’t be told what to do by you or anybody 
' ' else, Dr. Temple ! I’m going back, and you shan’t stop me. 
Don’t you dare/’ 

'Vaughn looked helplessly at^Isham, and Isham began to 

■ work up a muttering rage, 

Eliery drawled ; “ Oh, come, now Let’s all go back. 
■' I thiiik it may prove rather a lark.” 

• • • • • • • ( 

» 

' - "And so once more the launch cut across the waters of 
K.etcham’s Gove, this time achieving the httle landing-dock 
' wthout incident. As they stepped to the dock, Hester 
’ "gmnly refusing assistance, they started at the appearance o 
' , "what at first glance seemed to be a ghost. 

■ 'It was a htde old man, unkempt and brown-bearded, 
, with fanatical eyes. He was swathed in a pure white robe, 
r He wore curious sandals. In his right hand he held a cru e 

■ I and peculiar baton topped with a badly carved representa- 

' tion of a snake He strode out of the bushes, stuck out ins 

skinny chest, and stared haughtily at them 1*1, 

.Behind him towered the naked swimmer— except that he 
Had in the 'interim donned white duck trousers an an 
■undershirt. His brown feet were bare. 

' The two parties eyed'each other for an imtant, and toen 

Ellery said, with warm appreciation : Well, 1 1 isn 
■ “ Haral^t himself 1 ” Professor Yardley smiled in his beara. 
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The little ghost started, his eyes rolling toward Ellery, But 
the shimmer in thcnl did not reflect a glint of rccognidon. ' . 
“ That is my name,” he announced in a shrill clear voice, 

“ Are you worsliippcrs at the shrine ? ” 

“ I’ll worship at your shrine, you little peanut,” snarled ’ 
Inspector Vaughn, striding forward and gripping Harakht’s 
arm. “You’re the boss grafter of this carnival, arcn*t you ? - 
Where’s your shack ? We want to talk to you.” 

Harakht looked helpless, and turned to his companion. , 

“ Paul, you see ? Paul ! ” 

“ He must have liked the name,” murmured Professor 
Yardley. “ A rare disaple ! ” 

Paul Romaine did not shift his gaze ; he was gjaring at ' 
Dr Temple, who returned the glare with interest. Hester, 
Ellery noticed, had shpped off into the underbrush. ‘ . 

Harakht turned bade. “ Who are ye ? What is your ^ 
mission ? We are peaceful folk here.” 

Isham snorted, and Vaughn grumbled : “ Old man ^ 
Moses himself. Lo 9 k here, grandpa. WVre the police, / 
imderstand, and we’re looking for a murderer I ” 

The little old man shrank as if Vaughn had struck him ; 
his slate bps trembled, and he gasped ; “ Again ! Again 1 
Again ! 

Paul Romaine came to life. He brushed Harakht aside 
roughly and stepped forward to confront the Inspector. 

“ You t alk to me, whoever you are. The old man’s a litfle 
^ batty. You’re looking for a murderer ? Go ahead and look. 

" But what the hell has that got to do with us ? ” 

Ellery admired him ; the man was a splendid animal - 
physically, handsome with a magnetic masculinity that ' 
made it easy to understand why women of repressed or 
sentimental natures would lose their hearts to him. » ’ 
Isham said quietly : “ Where were you and this lunatic 
last night ? ” ' - ^ . 

“ Right here on the Island. Wrho’s been killed ? ”' 

“ Don’t you know ? ” ^ 

“NolWho?” ' ' 

“ Thomas Brad.” ' " " 
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-^Ro'maine blinked. “ Brad ! Well, it was probably coming 
to him. . . . What of it ? We’re in the clear. We haven’t any- 
thing^to "do with those snivelling old women on the main- 
land. All we want is to be let alone • ” 

Inspector Vaughn pushed Isham gently aside ; the In- 
spector himself was no weakling of a man, and his eyes 
were well on a level with Romaine’s as they locked glances 
” Now, you,” said Vaughn, digging his fingers into the 
man’s wrist, “ keep a civil tongue in your head You’re 
talking to the District Attorney of this county, and the boss 
cop of the roost. You answer questions like a good little 
boy, see ? ” 

_ -Romaiiie wrenched at his arm ; but Vaughn’s fingers 
were iron, and they remained clamped about the thick 
wrist. “ Oh, all right,” he mumbled, “ if that’s the way 
’you feel aboht it. It’s just, that nobody lets us alone. What 
do you want to know ? ” 

" When was the last time you and Chief Bilgewater be- 
hind you left the Island ? ” 

' Harakht began shrilly : “ Paul, come away ! These are 
infidels 1 ” > , 

“ Keep quiet ! . . . The old man here hasn’t left the place 
since -we got here. I went into the village a week ago for 
supplies.” 

" That’s the ticket.” The Inspector released Romaine’s 
arm “ Get going. We want to see your headquarters, or 
temple, or whatever the hell you call it.” __ 

V t 

' - In single file they followed the incongruous figure of 
Harakhtalong a footpath which led from the shore directly 
,.into thfe brush toward the^ heart of the Island. The Dland 
was curiously still ; there seemed to be little bird and insect 
_ life, "and no human life whatever. Romaine stamped along 
non-committally ; he seemed to have forgotten the presence 
of Dr. Temple, who followed in his footsteps watching the 
_ brawny back with unwavering eyes. 

Evidently Romaine had sounded a warning before e 
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arrival of the investigating party, for when thcy craciged 
from tlie woods into a large clearing, where the house stood 
—a sparsely slatted, huge wooden structure crudely put 
together — ^the members of Haraklit*s cult were awaiting 
them, all clothed. It had been a hasty warning, for the 
neophytes, numbering some twenty men and women of all ’ 
ages and descriptions, were attired in scraps of garments. ' 
Romaine growled something indistinguishable, and like a 
tribe of troglodytes they scuttled back into various wdngs of 
the house. 

The Inspector said nothing ; he was not at the moment 
interested m infractions of the public decency law'. 

Haraldit glided on, oblivious ; he held the home-made 
uraus high before him, and his lips moved, presumably in 
prayer. He led the way up the steps of the central building 
mto what was apparently the ** shrine ** — an amazing 
room, vast in extent^ rigged out wnth astronomical charts, 
plaster-caSt statues of Horns the falcon-headed Egyptian, 
god, cow’s horns, a sistrum, an emblematic disc supporting 
a throne5 and a curious sort of pulpit which was smrounded 
by bare w^ooden slabs whose use was, to Ellery at l^t, 
obscure. The room w'zis roofless, and the late afternoon sun 
cast long shadow’s on the walls. 

Harakht went directly to his altar, as if safety lay, there, 
and disregardmg his visitors he raised knotted flesliiess arms 
to the sky and began to mumble in a strange tongue. 

Ellery looked inquiringly at Professor Yardley, w’ho 
stood, tall and ugly, listemng mtently a foot away. ** Ex- 
traordinary,” muttered the Professor. “ The man is an 
anachronism. To hear a twentieth-century human being 
speak in ancient Egyptian . . 

Ellery w’as astomshed. “ Ho you mean to say that this man 
actually knows what he’s talking about ? ” 

Yardley smiled sadly, and whispered : “ The man is in- 
sane. But he had good reason to go insane, and as for the 
genuineness of his speech . He calls himself Ra-Harakht. 
Actually he is — or was — one of the world’s great Egyp- 
tologists • ” . 
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" The sonorous words rolled on., Ellery shook his head. , 

“I meant to tell you,” whispered the Professor, “but I 
really havenH had a moment with you alone. I recognised 
^him the instant I saw^him — which was a few weeks ago, 
when- 1 rowed out to the Island on a purely curiosity- 
satisfying exploration. . . . Curious story- His name is 
fStryker. He suffered a horrible sunstroke while excavating 
in' the Valley of the Kings years ago, and never recovered. 
Poor chap.” 

' “ But — speaking ancient Egyptian I ” protested Ellery. ^ 

! “ He’s intoning a priesdy prayer to Horns — ^in the hieratic 
language. This man,*’ said Yardley soberly, “ was the real 
thing , please understand. Naturally, he’s addled now, and 
his memory isn’t what it should be. His lunacy has garbled 
everything he ever knew. There’s nothing hke this room, 
for, example, in an Egyptological sense Conglomerate 
the sistrum and- cow’s horns are sacred to Isis, the uraiis is the 
symbol of the .godhead, and there’s Horus floating about. 
As for the fixtures, the wooden slabs where, I suppose, 
'the worshippers rechne during services, his own Biblical 
turn of speech . . .” The Professor shrugged. “ It’s all been 
dirown together out of his imagination and the wreckage 
^of his brain.” 

'Harakht lowered his arms, look an odd censer from a 
' recess of the altar, sprinkled his eyelids, and then descended 
firom the rostrum' quietly. He was even smiling, and he 

seemed more rational. * 

Ellery 'regarded him with new-born vision. Insane or 
not, the m^n as an authentic figure became a totally differ- 
-ent problem. The'name Stryker, now that he masticated it ' 
’ in his memory, raised a faint flavour of recollection ears 
, ago, when he had been in preparatory school. . . . Yes,, it 
, was the same man he had read about Stryker e gyp 
tologist ! Mumbhhg a language dead for centuries. . • 

EUery turned to find Hester Lincoln, attired in a bright 
skirt and sweater, feeing them from S low 
the ^posite side of the altar-room. Her plain face, wlute 
though it was, showed a steely determination She did.,nq 
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look at Dr. Temple, but walked across the room to stand - 
openly by Paul Romaine’s side. Her hand took his. Sur- 
prisingly, he turned beet-red and edged a step away. 

Dr. Temple smiled. \ 

Inspector Vaughn was not to be sheered off -by trifles. 
He strode up to Stryker, who was standing quietly re- 
garding his inquisitors, and said . “ Can you answer a few 
simple questions ? ” 

The madman inclined his head. “ Ask ” 

** When did you leave Weirton, West Virginia ? ” 

The eyes flickered. “ After the rite of kuphi five moons 
ago.” 

“ When ^ ” shrieked Vaughn. 

Professor Yardley coughed. ** I think I can tcll^you what 
he’s trying to say. Inspector. The rite of kuphi^ as he calls 
it, was practised by the ancient Egyptian pnests at sunset. 
It consisted of an elaborate ceremony in which kuphi, a 
confection made of some sixteen ingredients — Phoney, \vinc, 
resin, myrrh and so on — was mixed in a bronze censer 
while the holy ^vrit^ngs were read. Naturally, he’s refer-' 
ring to a similar ceremony held five moons ago at sunset 
—January, of course.” , 

It was as Inspector Vaughn nodded and Stryker smiled 
gravely at the Professor that Ellery let loose a resonant 
beUow that made them all jump. 

“ Krosac ! ” 

His -eyes were bright as he watched the sun-god and 
his business manager. 

Stryker’s smile vanished, and the muscles about his 
mouth began to twitch. He cringed toward his altar. 
Romaine was unmoved ; rather astonished, firom his ex- 
jjression. ' “ 

“ I’m sorry,” drawled Ellery. " I get that way some- 
times Proceed, Inspector.” 

" Not so dumb,” grinned Vaughn. Harakht, where is 
Velja Krosac ? ” 

Stryker wet his lips “ Klrosac . . . No, no.! I do not 
know. He has deserted the shrine. He has run away.” - 
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" * When did/ou tie up with this goof ^ ” demanded Isham, 
levelling his forefinger at Romaine. 

“ What’s all this Krosac business ^ ” growled Romaine. 
“ _AU I know is I met' up with the old man in February 
Seemed as if he had a good idea.” 

“ Where was this ^ ” 

“ Pittsburgh. Looked like a swell opportumty to me,” 
continued Romaine with a shrug of his broad shoulders 
“ Of course, all this—” he lowered his voice— *** this bunk 
'about sun-gods . . . It’s good stuff for the yokels, but the 
only thing I’m interested in is getting 'people to take Aeir 
stinking clothes off and get into the sun. Look at me * He 
inhaled deeply and his magmficent chest rose hke a balloon 
*- I’m liot sick, am I ^ That’s because I let the beneficial 
“rays of the sun get at my sl^n and under my skin. . . . 

‘‘ Oh, can, It,” said the Inspector. “ I know the line, the 
usual sales 'talk I’ve been wearing clothes since I jumped 
'out of my cradle, and I could twist you around my little 
finger. How’s it happen -that you came here, to Oyster 

Island?” ' 

“You could, could you?” Romaine s back swelled 
'“.Well, cop or no cop, suppose you try it some time ' 

IM— ” . , 

“ It was arranged,” shrilled Stryker anxiously.^ 

“ Arranged ? ” Isham frowned “ By^ whom ? ” 

Stryker retreated. “ It was arranged. 

“ Ah, don’t listen to him > ” snarled Romaine When he 
gets, stubborn, you can’t get a sensible i^rard ° 

.When I. joined up with him, he said the same thing. It 
was arranged — to come to Oyster Island. 

“Before you became his— er— fellow-divinity, 

asked Ellery. 

- “ That’s right ” j j j 

They seemed to have arrived at a dead end. 
evident that, mad or not, the suns truck Eg^to -■ 

not~be prevailed upon to divulge another coherent thought 
Romaine knew, or professed to loiow, nothing about the 
events "of six months before. 


eh? 


It was 
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Inquiry revealed the information that there were 
twenty-three nudists living on the Island, most of them 
from New York City, who had been attracted, to tha 
doubtful Arcadia by adroit newspaper advertisements and . 
Romaine’s personal missionary %vork. Their transportation 
was provided from the local railroad station ; taxi-cabs , 
brought them to a public landing on the farther boundary 
of Dr« Temple’s estate ; and ICctcham, the owner of the 
Island, ferried them across in an ancient dory for a small 
consideration. 

Old Man Ketcham, it appeared, hyed with his wfe on 
the eastern tip of the oyster. 

Inspector Vaughn rounded up the sun-god’s t\vcnty- 
three shrinking neophytes of sun-worship and nudism, and' 
a badly fnghtened lot they were. Most of them, now that 
their excursion into the forbidden delights of nakedness 
was held up to the light of public investigation, seemed 
heartily ashamed of themselves j and several appeared in " 
full regalia dragging hand luggage. But the Inspector 
grimly shook his head ; no one was to leave the Island 
imtil he granted permission. He took their names and City 
addresses, smilmg sardonically at the array of Smiths, " 
Joneses, and Browns the pages of his notebook began to 
display. 

“ Any of you leave the Island yesterday ? ” demanded 
Isham. 

A quick shakmg of heads ; no one, it seemed, had set 
foot on the mainland for sevanl days. 

The investigating party turned to go. Hester Lincoln 
stiU stood by Romaine’s side. Dr. Temple, who had 
patiently waited without once uttering a word, now said : 

“ Hester, come along.” 

She shook her head. 

" You’re just being stubborn,” said Temple. “ I know * 
you, Hester. Be sensible — don’t stay here "with this bunch 
of fakers, g^ters, and inhibited morons.” 

Romaine leaped forward. ** What did you say ? ” he 
growled. What did you call me ? ”- . ” ^ 


Ill 
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You heard me, you four-flushing thick-head ! ” All the 
-venom and baffled anger in the good'doctor’s soul bubbled 
over ; his nght arm lashed out, and his fist struck Romaine’s 
jaw with' a dull snick. 

Hester stood frozen to the floor for a moment, and 
.then her lips quivered. She turned and ran into the woods, 
sobbing convulsively. . 

, Inspector Vaughn sprang; but Romaine, after a single 
instant of stupefaction, thmw back his shoulders and 
laughed. “ If that’s the best you can do, you little weasel . . ” 
His ears were fiery red. “ I warn you, Temple ; you stay 
away from here. If I catch you on this Island again. I’ll 
break every bone in your damned nosy body ! Now get 
out.” 

*Ellery sighed. ' 


, < 
f I 

- 9: THE $100 DEPOSIT 

Dense and denser fog The “ important ” visit was over. 

They left the Island in gloomy spints A mamac with 
the usual complement of cunmng and incoherence ; a dead 
trail to a vanished man . ^ the mystery was deeper than 
ever. They all felt that m some way the presence in the 
vicimty of Bradwood of the man who called himself 
Harakht was sigmficant It could not be coincidence. Yet 
What possible connection could there be between the 
murder of a country school-teacher and the murder of a 
millionaire hundreds of miles away ? 

The police launch sputtered out from the landing-dock 
and headed east along the shore of Oyster Island, sldrt- 
mg the green-walled iibbon of beach. At tlie extreme 
eastern tip of the Island they saw a similar structure in - 
-the water 

" That must be Ketcham’s private slip,” said Vaughn 
“ Head in.” 
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The Island at this point was even more desolate than 
on the western side. From where they stood on the wooden - 
platform they had an unobstructed view of the Sound and 
the New York shore-line to the north. It was windy, a 
salty spot. 

Dr. Temple, much subdued, and Professor Yardley re- 
mained in the launch. District Attorney Isham, Vaughn, 
and Ellery rattled off the ramshackle landing and followed 
a crooked path through the woods. It was cool here, and 
except for the path — ^vhich looked as if it had been last 
trodden by Inian feet — they, might have been in virgin 
forest Within a hundred and fifty yards, however, they 
came upon a rude evidence of civilisation, a cabin con- 
structed of years-tempered, roughly hewn logs. Seated^on 
the doorstep, placidly smoking a corncob, was a big sunbit- 
ten old man. He rose quickly as he saw his visitors, and 
1& white-tufted eyebrows bunched over remarkably clear 
eyes. <■ 

“ WhsLt might ye be doin’ here ? ” he demanded in an 
unfriendly drawl. “ Don’t ye know this is private prop’ty, 
this whole Island ” - ^ 

“.Pohee,” said Inspector Vaughn succinctly. “ You Mr. 
Ketcham ? ” 

The old man nodded. “ P’lice, hey ? After them nood- 
ists, I’ll warrant Well, y’amt got nothin’ on Mrs. Ketcham 
and me,.gentlem’n. I jest own this here scoop o’ dirt. Ef 
my tenants been cuttin’ up, that’s their hard luck. I ain’t 
respon 

“ Nobody’s taking you to task,” snapped Isham. “ Don’t . 
you know there’s been a crime committed on the main- 
land — ^at Bradwood ? ” 

Ye don’t tell me ! ’’ Ketcham’s jaw dropped, and his ' 
pipe see-sawed between two brown teeth. “ Hear .that, ' 
maw ? ” He turned his head toward the interior of the 
cabin, and they could discern an old crone’s wrinkled face 
between his outstretched arm and the jamb of "the door. 
**Been a crime over to Bradwood. . . . Well, well, ain’t 
that too bad. What’s it got to do with us ? ” 
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. “ Nothing — I hope,” said Isham darkly, “ Thomas Brad’s 
been tmurdered/’ 

. " Not Mr. Brad ! ” screamed an old feminine voice from 
the cabin ; and Mrs. Ketcham popped her head out. ” Ain’t 

that awful ! -Well, I alius said ” 

“ You git back in there, maw,” said old Ketcham ; 
his eyes were frosty. The old woman’s head vamshed 
“ Well, gentlem’n, I ain’t what you might say s’prised' t’ 
hear it.” 

“ Good ! ” said Vaughn. Why ^ ” 

“ Well, there’s been goin’s-on.” 

, “ What do you mean ? What kind of goings-on ^ ” 

Old Ketcham winked one eye. “ Well, Mr. Brad an’ the 
loonatic ’’ — he jerked a ,du“t-crusted thumb over his 
shoulder — “ they been havin’ ruckuses ever since them 
people rented' Oyst’r Island from me fer th’ summer season 
I-owh this here Island, ye know Fam’ly been here over four 
gen’ratiOns. Since Injim days, I reckon.” 

“ Yes, _we know that,” said Vaughn impatiently. “ So 
lilr. Brad didn’t like the idea of Harakht and his bunch 

so dose to him, eh ^ Did you ^ . 

" One moment, Inspector,” said Ellery ; his eyes were 
bright. “ Mr Ketcham, who leased the Island from you ? ” 
Ketcham’s corncob vomited yellow smoke. “ Not th’ 
nutty ^feller. .A man with a durned funny name Foreign 
sort o’ 'name. Kro-sac ” He pronounced it with difficulty 
, The three men exchanged glances. Krosac — a trail 

- at^last I The mysterious limping man of the ^ Arroyo 
murder. . . . ^ 

Did he limp ? ” asked Ellery eagerly. 

“ Seem’,” drawled Ketcham, " as I never seen him, I 
can’t say. Wait a' minute j I got somethin’ ye might be 
int’rested in.” He turned and disappeared in the darkness 
of the cabin.^ 

" “ Well, Mi. Queen,” said' the District Attorney thought- 
f^y, “ It looks as if you called the turn. Krosac. . . . Witli 
Van an Armenian, and Brad a Roumanian — ^well, maybe 
opt, but anyway certainly Central Europeans — ^and Krosac 
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/ , 
floating around somewhere after last being seen at the 

scene of the first crime. . . . It*s hot, Vaughn.*' 

“ Looks that way,” muttered the Inspector. " We’ll have 
to do something about that right away. . . . Here he 
comes ” 

Old ICetcham reappeared, his face red with perspiration, 
triumphantly waving a dirty, much finger-marked sheet 
of paper. 

“ This here letter now,” he said, it come from this 
Kro-sac. Y’can see fer y’rselves.” 

Vaughn snatched it from him, and Ellery and Ishara 
examined it over his shoulder. It was a typewrritten com- 
munication on a sheet of undistinguished stationery, dated 
October thirtieth of the previous year^ It was answering, 
it said, an advertisement in a New York newspaper offer- 
ing Oyster Island for summer rental. The writer was en- 
closing, the letter said, a money-order for one hundred 
dollars as a binder until occupancy should be taken, which 
would be on March first foUowmg. The letter tvas signed 
— ^in type — ^Velja Elrosac. 

" The money-order was enclosed, Mr. Ketcham ’ ” said 
Vaughn quickly. 

“ Sure was.” ^ 

“ Good,” exclaimed Isliam, rubbing his hands. We’ll, 
trace it and get hold of the slip Elrosac must have made out 
in whatever post oflice he sent it from. It ^viII bear his 
signature, and that’ll be plenty.” 

“ I’m afraid,” drawled Ellery, “ that if Mr. Velja Krosac, 
our esteemed and slippery quarry, is as canny as his activity 
to date indicates, you’ll find the money-order application 
made out by friend Harakht. There were no samples 
of Klrosac’s handwriting to be found m the Van investi- 
- gation, remember.” 

" Did this man Krosac appear in person on March first ? ” ' 
asked the District Attorney. 

“ Noss’r* Nob’dy o’ that name ever did come, but the 
ol’ banshee back yonder — Har-rrHarakht’s his name,? — 
he come, an’ the feller who come with liim, Romainc, 
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: they'paid over balance o’ the rent in cash an’ took 

occup’ncy.” ' ' ' ' 

" ‘ f By mutual coiisent Vaughn and Isham dropped the Kro- 
sac line of inquiry. Obviously this old character could 
contribute nothing more in that direction The Inspector 
shpped the letter into his pocket, and began to ask questions 
" concerning the Brad-Harakht quarrel. He discovered that 
_ , from the beginning, when it was evident that the cult was 

really a colony of nudists. Brad had come to the Island 
jicreonally to voice the joint objection of the mainland 
community.. Harakht, it appeared, had been impervious 
to cajolery or threats ; and Romaine had bared his teeth. 

- Brad, in desperation, had offered to reimburse them many 
times over ; he had named a preposterous sum for their 
" Jease. 

, “ Who signed the lease, inadentally ? ” asked Isham. 

** The ol’ polecat,” rephed Ketcham. 

' Harakht and Romaine had refused Brad’s offer. Then 
^ ' Brad had threatened legal action on the ground that the 
two men were maintaimng a pubhc nuisance. Romaine 
' ’ had retorted that they were harming no one, that the Island 
Was off the public highways, that for the duration of their 
' ' lease it virtually belonged to them Whereupon Brad had 

, ' .endeavoured to persuade Ketcham to oust them by legal 
' - action on the same ground. 

. “ But they weren’t hurtin’ me an’ Mrs Ketcham 
' ^ none,” said Ae old man “ Mir. Brad offered to give me a 
’ thousand dollars ef I’d doit ‘ No, sir,’ says I, ‘ not ol’ man 
' - ’ Ketcham;, no lawsmts fer ol’ man Ketcham.’ ” , 

^The last quarrel,'and the most violent, had taken place 
^ just three days before, continued Ketcham — on Sunday. 

*' Brad had sailed across the waters of the Gove like Troy- 
' bound Menelaus, had met Stryker in the woods, and they 
I had had a fierce battle -of words, in the course of which 
the little brown-bearded man went into a frenzy. “ Thought 
_he’d throw a fit, I did,” remarked Ketcham placidly. 

' ~ “This feller Romaine— pow’rful brute, he is— he mixes 
’ “ in -an* orders Mr. Brad offen the Island. Me, I’m watchin’ 
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from the woods , none o* my business, *twa"ht So Mr. 
Brad, he won’t go, an* Romaine, he grabs Mr. Brad by 
th* neck an’ he says • * Now, git, damn ye, or I’ll wallop 
the everlastin’ daylights outa ye till yer own mother 
wouldn’t know ye ! ’ an’ Mr. Brad, he gits, yellin’ that he’d 
git even with ’em ef it took every cent he had.” 

Isham rubbed his hands again. “ Good man, Mr. 
Ketcham ^Vish there were more like you around here. 
Tell me — did anyone else from the mainland ever have a 
nm-in with Harakht and Romaine ? ” 

“ Betcha ” Old Ketcham looked gratified, and smiled 
cunningly. “ That feller Jonah Lincoln — ^lives at Brad- 
wood. Had a' fist-fight wuth Romaine last week, right 
here on this Island.” He smacked his leathery lips. IVfan, 
that was a battle ! Reg’lar ch'ampeenship shindy. Lincoln, 
he’d come over to git his sister Hester, who’d jest ar- 
rived.” 

“ Well, weU ? ” 

Old Ketcham ivaxed eloquent ; his eyes sparkled. Nice 
figger, that gal. She went an* tore off her clothes, burned 
ef she didn’t, right in front o’ the two of ’em ! She ^vas ' 
that mad at her brother fer interferin’. Said he’d sat on 
’er an’ ruled ’er life since she was a mite, an* she could do 
what she dum’ pleased now ... I tell ye, that %v^s some- 
thin'. I was lookin’ through the trees. . . .” 

“ Ketcham, you ol’ he-bull ! ” shrieked the femimne 
voice from the interior of the cabin. "Y’oughta feel 
’shamed o’ y’rself ! ” 

“ Mm,” said Ketcham, sobering. " Anyways, when Lin- 
coln 'hears his sister won’t go back, an’ sees ’er standin* 
there nekkid as the day she ^vas bom, right there, mind' 
ye, in front o’ Romaine — ^an’ didn’t 'he like it 1 — lie hauls , 
off an’ c^cks Romaine one, an’ they bad their little tussle, 
lincoln, he took a pow’rful heatin’, but he’s game, he is — 
took it like a man. Romaine threw ’im smack into th* 
Gove, by Ihunder. Pow’rful fdler, Romaine.’? 

There was nothing more to be learned fi'om the gar- . 
rulous old man. They returned to the launch. Professor 
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Yardley was quietly smoking, and Dr. Temple was pacing 
up and dpwn the deck, his purple face stormy. 

“ l^rn anything ? ” inquired Yardley mildly. 

. “A little.” 

They were all thoughtful as the launch spluttered and 
s\\mng 'about for the mainland. 


:io: DR. TEMPLE’S ADVENTURE 

The afternoon lengthened District Attorney Isham 
departed. Inspector Vaughn issued orders and received 
reports in an unending — ^and inconsequential — ^stream. 
Oyster Island \yas quiet. Mrs. JBrad was closeted in her 
bedroom j ill, it was reported, and her daughter Helene 
was attending her. Jonah Lmcoln paced the grounds 
restlessly. Troppers and detectives yawned all over Brad- 
wood. Reporters came and went, and the evening air was 
. thick' with flashlight powder. 

JEUery, not a little weary, followed Professor Yardley 
across &e main road, through a gate in a high stone fence, 
up a' gravel walk to Yardley’s house. Both men were 
subdued and wrapped in th6ir own thoughts. 

Evening came, and then a black night uniUuminated 
by “any star. Oyster Island as the darkness fell seemed to 
sink into the Sound. 

• By tacit consent neither Ellery nor his host discussed 
'the odd problem with which they were grappling They 
talked 'of, old and pleasanter things — ^university days, the 
crusty old Chancellor, Ellery’s maiden excursions into 
criminal investigation, Yardley’s placid career in Ae years 
since they had parted. At eleven o’clock Ellery girded his 
loins in a pair of seersucker pyjamas, grinned, and went to 
sleep. The Professor smoked serenely in his study for an 
" hour^ wrote several letters, and then retired. 
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It was nearly midnight when there was a sU'r on the * 
porch of Dr. Temple’s stone house, and the physician, at- 
tired in black trousers, black sweater, and black moccasins, 
extinguished his pipe and stepped noiselessly off the pofch 
to disappear among the dark trees between his house and the 
eastern boundary of Bradwood. ^ 

The countryside, except for the sing-song rasping of 
cnckets, seemed asleep 

Agamst the black background of the woods and shrub- 
bery he was invisible — a stealthy blob of nothing unbe-' 
trayed even by the colour of his skin. A few feet from 
the side of the easterly road he froze behind die shelter 
of a tree. Someone was pounding along die road, com- 
ing in his direction. From the dim silhouette Dr. Temple 
made out the figure of a uniformed country trooper, evi- 
dendy on patrol. The trooper passed on, moving toward 
Ketcham’s Cove. 

When th6 yard’s footsteps were no longer audible, Dr. 
Temple ran lightly across the road to the cover of the 
Bradwood trees and began to work lus soundless way west- 
ward. It took him half an hour to cross Bradwood proper 
without arousing the suspicions of the occasional dark 
figures strolling about Past the summer-house and the 
totem-post, past the high wire screen wliich marked off 
a tennis-court, past the main house and the central w'alk 
to die Bradw'ood landmg, past Fox’s litde cabin to the 
westerly road separatmg Bradwood from the Lynn estate. 

Here, his wiry body tense. Dr. Temple redoubled his 
caution, shpping among the trees of the Lynn woods like 
a tvraith until the dark bulk of the house loomed ahead. 
He had approached it from the front ; now he groped his 
way to the north side, where the trees grew thick almost 
to the house itself 

There was a light burning in the window nearest liim, 
not five feet from where he crouched behind the trunk 
of an old sycamore. The blind was completely drawn. 

He could hear shuffling footsteps from the room — a 
bedroom. Once the fat shadow of Mrs. Lynn crossed the 
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window-shade ' Dr. Temple crept on hands and knees, 

j feeling every inch -of the groimd before him, until he lay 
' dir^dy beneath the window. 

, Almost at once he heard the sound of a closing door, 
and Mrs; Lynn’s high-pitched voice, shriller than usual, 
"say . “ Percy ! Did you hury ^ ” 

•'" , Dr. Temple gritted his teeth; the perspiration poured " 
' down his cheeks But he made no sound. 

Yes, yes. For heaven’s sake, Beth, don’t talk so loudly • ” 
-The voice of Percy Lynn was strained. “ The bally place 

- IS alive with bobbies ! ” - ^ 

" ' . . Footsteps near the window ; Dr. Temple hugged the 
" ' base of the wall, holding his breath. The shade shd up, 

. and Lynn peered out. Then the sound of the shade being 

drawif again. 

“ Where ? ” whispered Elizabeth Lynn 
Dr. Temple tightened all his muscles, strained his ears 
- with an ejBfort that made him tremble But try as he 
;^ght, he could not catch the words of Lynn’s whispered 
, “ reply.'. '. . 

Then — “ They’ll never find it,” said Lynn in a more 
* normal tone. “ We’re safe enough if we lie doggo.” 

** But Dr. Tefnple — I’m frightened, Percy ! ” 

- Lynn swore grimly “ I remember, all right It was in 
/ ^.Budapest after the -War, The Bundelein affair. . . Damn 

' lus eyes * It’s the same man, I’d take my oath ” 

- ;** He hasn’t said anything,” whispered Mrs. Lynn. “ Per- 

-haps he’s forgotten ” 

t Not he ! Last week, at the Brads . . . He kept watch- 

. - ing me. Careful, Beth. We’re in deuced deep water ” 

. The hght blinked out ; a bed-spring creaked" ; die voices 
sank to an indistingmshable murmur 
' Dr. Temple crouched there for a long time ; but he heard 
- no further sound The Lynns had retired. 

' , ' He rose to his full height, hstened intendy -for' a few 

seconds, and then stole back into the woods. A shadow 
gliding from tree to tree. ... As he crept through the 
woods -which fringed the semicircle of Ketcham’s Gove, he 
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could hear the lapping of the water against the Bradwood 
landing 

And then once more he froze behind a tree ; faint voices 
were coming from the general direction of the landing. 
He crept \vith infinite caution closer to the shore-line. 
Suddenly the black waters gurgled almost at his feet He 
strained his eyes : ten feet offshore, a short distance from 
the murky dock, a rowboat sw'ayed. Two dim figures were 
visible, seated in the middle of the boat. A man and a 
woman. The woman’s arms were about the man, and she 
was pleading with him passionately. 

“ Why are you so cold ? Take me to the Island. We’ll 
be safer there — ^under the trees. . . 

The man’s voice, low and guarded . “ You’re acting like 
a fool. It’s dangerous, I tell you. To-night of all nights ! 
Are you crazy ? Somebody -wfil miss you, and there’ll be 
hell to pay. I told you we should keep apart, at l^t 
until this blows over ! ” 

The woman tore her arms from the man’s neck ; she 
cried m a desperate soprano : “ I knew it ! You don’t love 
me any more. Oh, it’s ” 

He clapped his palm over her mouth, whispering fiercely : 

Shut up ! There are troopers around ! ” 

She relaxed in his arms. 'Then she pushed him a\yay 
%vith both hands and slowly sat up. “ No. You shan’t 
have her. I’ll see to that.” 

The man was silent. He picked up an oar and poled 
the boat to shore. The woman rose, and he pushed her 
roughly out of the boat. Hastily he shoved off and began 
to row — ^toward Oyster Island. 

The moon came up, then, and Dr. Temple saw that the 
man rowaig away was Paul Romaine. 

And the woman standing white-feced and quivering 
on the shore was Mrs. Brad 

Dr. Temple scowled and vanished among the trees. 
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'When Ellery walked up the gravel path of Brad wood 
the next morning he saw District Attorney Isham^’s car 
parked^in the driveway. There was a gnm expectancy in 
the faces of the detectives standing about. With a sus- 
picion -that something of importance was occurring, he 
hurried up the steps of the Colonial porch and into the 
house 

. He brushed by a pale Stallings and made for the drawing- 
room. ^There* he found a wolfishly grinning Isham and a 
most menacing Inspector Vaughn confronting Fox, the 
gardener-chauffeur. Fox was standing before Isham, a 
silent fi^re, his hands tightly clenched ; only his eyes be- 
trayed his pertorbation. Mrs. Brad, Helene, and Jonah 
Lincoln^ were at one side, like the Three Fates 
- tV Come in, Mr Queen,” said Isham pleasantly. “ You’re 
just in time. Fox, you’re caught with the goods. Why 
not spifeak up ? ” 

'Ellery advanced softly into the room Fox did not stir. 
Even his lips were taut “ I don’t understand,” he said, 
but it was apparent that he did understand, and that he 
was bracing himself for a blow. 

I Vaughn' bared his teeth. “Stop stalling. You visited Patsy 
Malone Tuesday night — the night Brad was murdered ’ ” 

' “,The night,” added Isham with meamng, “ that you 
dropped Stallings and Mrs Baxter off at the Roxy. At 
eight o’clock. Fox ” 

Fox stood hke stone. His hps turned white. 

“ Well ^ ” snarled the Inspector “ What have you got 
to say for yourself, you mug ? Why should an innocent 
chauffeur visit the, mob headquarters of a New York 
gangster ^ ” 

Fox blinked once ; but he did not reply 

“ Won’t talk, eh ? ” The Inspector went to the door 
" Mike^^ bring that inking-pad here ’ ” 


A plain-cloUies man appeared at once carrying an inking- 
pad and paper. Fox uttered a strangled cry -and lunged 
forward toward the door. The plain-clothes man dropped 
pad and paper and grasped Fox’s arms, and the Inspector 
secured a vicious hold on the man’s Ic^ and brought him, 
struggling fiercely, to the floor. Overpo%\cred, he ceased 
his struggles and permitted Vaughn to yank him to his 
feet unresisting. 

Helene Brad looked on with horrified eyes. Mrs Brad 
seemed unmoved. Lincoln rose and turned his back. 

Take his prints,” said the Inspector grimly. Tlie plain- 
clothes man gripped Fox’s right hand, pressed the fingers 
to the pad and then expertly to the paper ; he repeated the 
procedure with the left hand. Fox wore a look of agony'. 

“ Check those right away\” The fingerprint man hur- 
ried off “ No%v, Fox, my lad — if that’s your name, which 
I Imow damned well it isn’t — suppose you get a little sense 
into you and answer my questions \Miy did you pay a 
visit to Malone ? ’’ 

No answer. 

“ \\Tiat’s your real handle ? Where do you come from ? ” 

No ans\\er. The Inspector went to the door again and 
beckoned , two detectives standing in the hall. ** Take him 
back to his cabin and keep him locked up there. We’ll 
attend to him later.” 

Fox’s eyos burned as he shambled out between the two 
detectives He avoided the eyes of Mrs. Brad and Helene. 

“ Well ! ” The Inspector mopped his brow, “ Sorry, 
Mrs Brad, to raise such a fuss on your drawing-room floor. 
But the man’s evidently a bad actor.” 

Mrs Brad shook her head. ** I can’t understand it. He’s 
always been such a nice young man. So polite" So effiaent. 

You don’t think he was the one who 

‘ If he was, God help him.” 

- ** I’m. sure he wasn’t,” said Helene wth asperity ; her^ 
eyes were full of pity. " Fox couldn’t be a murderer or a 
gangster. I’m sure of it. He’s always kept to himself, 
it’s true, but he’s never been drunk or disorderly or in any ^ 
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.way objectionable. He’s a cultured man, too. I’ve oTten 
caught him reading good books and poetry” 

’ “ These fellows are sometimes pretty cagey, Miss Brad,” 
“ “ said Isham. “ For all we know he may have been playing 
^ > a' pan ever since he got the job here. We looked up his 
reference and they were genuine — ^but he’d worked for 
the man only a few months.” 

, " “ May have taken that job just for the references,” said 

Vaughn. “They’ll do all sorts of things” He turned to 
Ellery. “,You .can score this one for your father, Mr. 
^ Queen. We got the tip from Inspector Queen, who’s got 
^his fingers on more stool-pigeons and tipsters than any cop 
in New York” 

' I knew dad couldn’t keep from putting his oar in,” 
murmured Ellery. “ Was your information so specific ? ” 

, “The stoolie saw Fox go into Malone’s headquarters, 

' ' that’s all. But-it’s enough.” 

' Ellery shrugged. Helene said : “ The trouble with you 
'' people IS that you’re always ready to think the worst of 
everybody.” 

^ ' Lancoln sat down and lighted a cigarette “ Perhaps, 
Helene, we’d better keep out of it ” ' 

“ Perhaps, Jonah, you’d better mind your o^vn business * ” 

' “ Children,” began Mrs. Brad weakly. 

Ellery sighed. “ Any news, Mr. Isham I’m starved for 
^ information ” 

' The Inspector grinned “ Chew on this, then ” He took, 
a sheaf of typewritten papers from his pocket and handed 
, it to Ellery “ If you can^find anytliing in ’em, you’re a 
genius But . .” he said sharply, turmng to Liricoln, who 

' V ~ had nsen and was about to leave the room, “ don’t go yet, 

' Mr. Lincoln. There^s something — ^I — ^want to ask you ” 

It was timed nicely, and Ellery approved the Inspector’s 
. adroit-and dehberate strategy Lincoln stopped on the in- 
stant; reddening. Tlhe two women stiffened in their chairs. 

“ All at once,' from a subdued ^atmosphere, the air m the 
' ' , room crackled with tension 

“ What’s that ^ ” asked Lincoln with difiiculty. 
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“ Why,” said Vaughn pleasantly, ** did you lie to me yes- 
terday when you told me that you. Miss Brad, and ’her 
mother had come home together Monday night ? ” 

“ I Why, what do you mean ? ” 

Isham said : “ It appears that you people are making 
every effort to hinder rather than help the investigation of 
your husband’s murder, Mrs. Brad. The Inspector’s men 
have discovered from the taxicab driver who took two of 
you the station to Bradwood Monday night 

“ Two ? ” drawled Ellery. 

** — that only Mr Lincoln and Miss Brad were in the 
cab, Mrs Brad • ” 

Helene sprang to her feet ; Mrs. Brad was stricken speech- ' 
less. ** Don’t answer, mother. This is infamous I Arc you 
suggesting that one of lu is implicated in the murder, Mr. 
Isham?” 

Lincoln muttered • Look here, Helene, perhaps we’d 
better ** 

** Jonah ! ” She faced him, quivering. If you dare to 
open your mouth I’ll — ^I’ll never speak to you again ! ” 

He bit his lips, avoided her eyes, and walked out of the 
room. Mrs. Brad uttered a puling httle cry, and Helene 
stood in front of her, as if to shield her from harm. 

" Well,” said Isham,~thro\ving up his hands, “ there you 
are, Mr. Queen. That’s what official investigators have 
to contend with. All right. Miss Brad. I want you to 
know, though, that from this moment on everyone — 
and I mean everyone — ^is imder suspicion for the murder 
' of Thomas Brad ! ” 


12 : THE PROFESSOR TALKS , 

W ITH THE verve of a dog carrying a bone Mr. Ellery 
Queen, -slightly bewildered special investigator, returned 
post-haste to his host’s house across the road bearing the 
“reports on work in progress. The noon sun was hot, too 
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Kot for haberdashery, and Ellery sought the cool interior 
with a panting rehef. He found Professor Yardley in a 
room which might have been transported bodily out of the 
Arabian Mghts, a patio-like affair of tessellated marble and 
’ Turkish arabesques It looked like the inner court of a 
zenana ; its chief delight was a pool a-bnm to its mosaic 
lip with water. The Professor was attired in a pair of 
tight short breeches, and he was dangling long legs in the 
water while he peacefully puffed on a pipe. 

“ Phew ! ” said Ellery. “ I’m more than grateful for your 
little harem. Professor.” 

“ As usual,” said the Professor severely, “ your choice of 
.words is sloppy. Don’t you know that the men’s apart- 
ments are called the selamltk ? . . . Get out of your clotlies, 
Qiieen, and join me here. What’s that you’re carrymg ^ ” 
“jA message from Garcia. Don’t move. We’ll go over 
this together. I’ll be back in a moment ” 

^He reappeared shordy in trunks, the upper part of his 
body smooth and gleaming with perspiration He dived 
-flatly into the pool, throwing up a wave which drenched 
the Trofessor and extinguished his pipe, and proceeded to 
splash about with energy. 

‘‘ Another one of your accomplishments,” growled Yard- 
, ' ley.' You always w^ere a damned poor swimmer. Come 
, ' out of there before you drown me ” 

Ellery grinned, clambered out, stretched full length on 
the 'marble, and reached for Inspector Vaughn’s sheaf of 
- reports 

^Vhat have we here ? ” He ran his eye down the top 
sheet. “ Hmm Doesn’t look like much The admirable - 
Inspector hasn’t been idle. Check-up with the Hancock 
County officials;” 

** Oh,’’ said the Professor, struggling to rehght his pipe. 

** So, they’ve done that, have they ? What’s been happen- 
ing down there ? ” 

-Ellery' sighed “ First, the autopsy findings on the body 
of Andrew Van. Absolutely devoid of the mmutest par- 
ticle of interest If you’d read as many autopsy reports 
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as I have, you’d appreciate. . . - And a complete synopsis 
of the original investigation. Nothing I don’t already 
know, or that you didn’t read in contemporaneous news- 
paper accounts. ... Ha ! \\%at’s this ? ^Pursuant’ — digest 
this, please , it sounds just like that fellow Crumit — * Pur- 
suant to District Attorney Isham’s inquiry concerning a 
possible relationship between Andrew Van, the Arroyo 
school-teacher, and Thomas Brad, recently murdered Long 
Island millionaire, we are sorry to state that no such re- 
lationship exists ; at least in so far as w'e have been able to 
detenmne from a careful study of the deceased Van’s old 
correspondence, and so on.* Neat, eh ? ” 

“ A model of rhetoric,” grinned the Professor. 

“ But that’s all Alors, w'e leave Arroyo and return to 
Ketcham’s Cove ” Ellery squinted at the fourth sheet. 
“ Dr. Rumsen’s autopsy report on the body of Thomas 
Brad. Nothing that w'e don’t know, really. No marks. of 
violence on the body itself, no indication of poisoning in 
the internal organs, and so on, and so on, ad nauseam. The 
usual trivialities.” 

“ I remember you asked Dr. Rumsen the other day jf 
Brad mightn’t have been strangled. Does he say anything 
about that ^ ” 

“Yes Ltmgs show no signs of suffocation. ErgOy he 
wasn’t strangled.” 

“ But why did you ask the question in the first place ? ” 

Ellery w'aved a dripping arm. " Nothing earth-sliaking. 
But since there were no marks of violence on the rest of 
the body, it might have been important to know exactly 
how the man was killed. It had to be his head, you see, 
which bore the brunt of the assault ; which suggested 
strangulation. But Rumsen in this report says that it 
could only have been a blow with a Blunt instrument on 
the skull, or possibly a revolver-shot in the head. I should 
say the first, all things considered.” 

' The Professor kicked up a column of w'ater. I suppose 
that’s so. Anything else ? " 

" Investigation to discover the route the murderer took'. 
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Futilci'Very futile.” Ellery shook his head. “Impossible 
, to procure a list-of persons who bo^ded or descended from 
trains in the neighbourhood of the Cove during the crime 
period ‘ Troopers oh the highways, residents near or on 
the roads, can offer no information. An attempt to find 
.persons who were on or m the vicinity of Ketcham’s Gove 
bn Tuesday evening has been' unsuccessful. . . . And yachts- 
men and others who sailed the Sound Tuesday afternoon 
and evening report no mysterious or suspicious activity, 
no strange boat which might have landed the murderer in 
the Cove by a water route.” 

' “ As you say, a futile business.” The Professor sighed. 

“ He may have come by train, automobile, or boat, and I 
suppose -we’ll never know exactly. Might even have come 
by hydroplane, to reduce it to an absurdity.” 

“ There’s an idea,” smiled Ellery. “ And don’t fall mto ^ 
vthe error of calling improbabihties absurdities, Professor 
I’ve seen some queer things happen. . . . Let’s get on with 
this.” He scanned the next sheet rapidly. “ More nothing. 
"The rope used in lashing Brad’s arms and legs to the totem- 
pole-:: — ” 

^ “ I suppose it’s also futile,” grunted Yardley, “ to expect 
•you to say ‘ tbtem-post.’ ” » 

- “ Totem-post,” continued Ellery dutifully, “ has been 

foimd. to be ordinary cheap-g^de clothes-hne, wluch can 
be purchased at any grocer’s or hardware store No dealer 
‘Within. ten miles of Bradwood can offer anything which 
promises to be a hve trail. However, Isham reports that the 
"quest will be carried on by Vaughn’s men over a wider area.’* 

Thorough, these people,” said the Professor. 

“ Un-willing as I am to admit it,” said Ellery with a grin, 

“ It’s just such routme thoroughness that solves the run of 
crimes. . . The^knot, Vaughn’s pet idea. Result — zero 

A clumsy inexpert thing, but efficient enough, according 
to Vaughn’s expert. Just such a knot as you or I might 
tie” 

Not I,” said Yardley. “ I’m an old mariner, you know. 
.Bow-iines, half-hitches,* and what not ” 
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** You’re as close to HgO now as you’ve ever l>een~l 
mean in a nautical capacity. . . . Ahj Paul Romaine. An 
interestmg character. The assertive male wth a good 
healthy streak of practicality in him.” 

“ Your habit,” said the Professor, “ of misusing \\ords 
is really to be deplored ” 

” 'Backgroimd,’ says Inspector Vaughn’s little piece, *ob- 
scure.’ Beyond the feet that he joined our Egyptological 
atavar in Pittsburgh in Februar>*, as he himself said, noth- 
ing has been discovered about him His trail before Aat 
is a blank.” 

“ The Lynns ? ” 

Ellery put doivn the paper for a moment. ”Ycs, the 
L)Tms,” he murmured “ What do you know about 
them ? ” 

The Professor caressed his beard “ Suspicious, my boy ^ 
I might have known it wouldn’t escape you. There is 
something faintly spurious about their ring Although 
they’ve been quite respectable. Beyond reproadi, as far 
as I know.” 

Ellery picked up the paper. “ Well, Scotland Yard, while 
it doesn’t say so in so many words, thinks otherwise. I’ll 
warrant. Isham cabled the Yard, and the Yard cabled 
back, according to this report, that they could find no 
data on a couple nanied Percy and Elizabeth Lyim, as de- 
scribed Thdr passports have also been investigated, but 
of course they’re in order, as might be expected. Perhaps 
we’ve been unkind. . . . Scotland Yard intimates that they 
are continumg a search of civilian records — criminal re- 
cords, too — ^in the hope of unearthing information pertinent 
to the Lynns’ activities in English territory, since they 
claim to be English subjects.” 

" Lord, what a mess ! ” — 

Ellery scowled. “ You’re just finding it so ? I’ve worked 
On -complicated cases in my brief and brilliant time, but 
never anything quite so snarled as this. . . You haven’t 
heard, of course, the latest developments about fiaend Fox 
.the chauffeur, and Mrs. Brad.” The Professor’s eyebrows 
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>- went up. 'Ellery related what had occurred an hour before 
in the drawing-room at Bradwood. ** Clear, isn’t it ? ” 

- “ As die waters of the Ganges^” grunted Yardley. “ I’m 
beginning to wonder.” 

“What?” 

- ' -The Professor shrugged “ I ^shan’t leap at conclusions. 

What else does that encyclopaedia in your hand disclose ? ” 
Fast work on Vaughn’s part. The doorman of the 
- Park Theatre testified that a woman of Mrs. Brad’s de- 
scription left die theatre Tuesday night in the middle of 
the first act — about nine o’clock ” 

“ Alone ? ” 

~ ' “ Yes. . . . Another thing. Vaughn’s lines have hooked 
>.die origmal of the money-order application for one hun- 
dred dollars which was sent to Ketcham as deposit on the 
Oyster Island rental. It was made out m the Peona, Illi- 
nois, post office in the name of Velja Krosac.” 

“ No ! ” The Professor’s eyes grew round “-Then they’ve 
a sample of his handwriting • ” 

Ellery sighed “ Leaping at conclusions ? I thought you 
' were being careful about th^t. The name was hand- 
pnnted. The address was simply Peoria — evidendy Stryker’s 

> travelhng manna-dispenser stopped there to do a little 
business among the natives! . . . One thing more of local 
interest Accountants are at work checking the books of 
V Brad & Megara Natural line of inquiry, of course But so 
, far everything seems above board ; the firm is well known 
and extremely prosperous ; finances are quite m order. . . . 
Incidentally, our peregrinating friend Stephen Megara, 
who’s lolling about somewhere on the high seas, is not 
active in the business — ^hasn’t been for five years Brad kept 
a supervisory eye cocked, but young Jonah Lincoln runs 
the place almost smgle-handed. I wonder what’s sticking 
in."/iM craw.” 

„ “ Future mother-in-law troubles, I should say,” remarked 
the Professor dryly. 

.Ellery tossed the sheaf to the marble floor of the selam- 
^ Ixk^ as Yardley called it, and then leaned forward quickly 

• ' Em ■ ^ 
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to retrieve it. An additional sheet had fallen from the 
rear of tlie sheaf. “ W^bat’s this ? ” He scanned^ It with 
omnivorous eyes. “ Good lord, here’s something > ” 

Yardley’s pipe remained suspended in mid-air. 
“Wliat?” 

Ellery was exdted. ** Actually information about Krosac ! 
A later report, from the date. Evidently District Attorney 
Crumit held it back in his first reply, and then decided 
to wash his hands of the entire affair and shunt it on to 
■ poor Isham. . . . Six months of investigation Data galore. . . . 
Velja Krosac is a Montenegrin ! ” 

“ Montenegrin ? You mean by birth ? For there’s no 
such country as Montenegro to-day, you know,” said Yard- 
ley with interest “ It became one of the political divisions 
of present-day Yugo-Slavia — ^the Serbs, Groats, and Slo^ 
venes merged~officially in 1922.” 

" Hmm Crumit’s investigation revealed that Krosac 
was one of the first emigrants from Montenegro after 
peace was declared in 1918. His passport on entry into 
the United States indicated that he was a Montenegrin by ' 
birth but nothing else of value By the sarcophagus of 
Tut, the man emerges * ” 

“ Did Crumit discover anything about his American 
career ? ” 

" Sufficient, although in a sketchy way. He seems to 
have travelled from city to city, presumably getting ac- 
quainted with his adopted country and learning the lan- 
guage For several years he engaged in a small peddler’s 
"^enterpnse, apparently a legitimate business 'He sold 
fancy needlework, small woven mats, and that sort of 
thing.” 

“ They all do,” remarked the Professor ' - 

Ellery digested the next paragraph. “ He met friend 
. Harakht, or Stryker, four years ago in Ghatt^ooga, Ten- 
nessee, and the two men joined forces. Stryk^ at the time 
was selling a * sun medicine * — cbd-hver oil with a home-^ 
made label. Krosac became his busmess manager and, for ' 
the public’s benefit, * disciple,’ helping the poor old lunatic ' 
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tadld, up^ the sun cult and the health preaching during their 
rnoinadic existence on the road.” 


^ Anything on Krosac after the Arroyo murder ? ” 

' Ellen’s face felL “ No'. He’s simply vanished. He man- 
aged it adroitly enough ” 

“ And Kling, Van’s servant ^ ” 

“ Not a trace of him. It’s as if the earth swallowed up 


. . both of ’em. This Kling complication disturbs me. Where 
, ' the deuce is he ? If Krosac sped his soul across the Great 
' . DiyWe, what happened to lus body — where did Krosac 

bury it? I tell you, Professor, untd we know the actual 
I fete of Kling we shan’t solve this case. . . . Grumit made 
, .exemplary efforts to find a cormection between Kling and 
Krosac, probably on the assuniption that ihey might have 
, been confederates. But he’s found nothing.” 

“ Which doesn’t necessarily mean that no connection 
, exists,” pointed out the Professor. 

‘ ^ N^aturally not And, of course, so far as Krosac is 
, , concerned, we have no way of determimng whether he’s 
"been m communication with Stryker or not ” 

. “ Stryker . . . There’s an example of God’s wrath for 

' ^ you,” muttered Yardley. " Poor devil ! ” 

Ellery grinned. “ Stiffen your fibres, sir ; this is murder. 

" Incidentally, fi:om this last report the West Virgima peo- 
ple have trailed Harakht to his lair. That is, they have dis- 
' ~ covered that he is one Alva Stryker, according to Grumit, 
well-known Egyptologist, who went insane from sun- 
stroke, as you said, many years ago in the Valley of the 
, Kings.' He has no kin, as far as could be determined, and he 
has always seemed a perfectly harmless lunatic Listen to this 
r - — Grumit’s note ‘ It is the belief of the District Attorney 

of Hancock County that the man Alva 'Stryker, who calls 
hiimelf Harakht, or Ra-Harakht, is blameless in the mur- 
der of Andrew Van, but has been for years the prey of 
nnscrupulpus ' opportunists who have utilised his odd ap- 
pearance, his mild lunacy, and his obsession with a garbled 
_ ’C^t-worship in an unusual but none the less vicious kind of 
confidence-game. It is'our opinion also that a man of this 
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type with undiscovered motive for the murder of Van was 
responsible for the victim’s death. All the facts point to 
Veija Krosac as this man.* Neatly phrased, eh ? ” 

“A somewhat circumstantial case against Krosac,' isn’t 
it ? ” asked the Professor. 

Ellery shook his head. “ Circumstantial or not, in select- 
ing Krosac as the probable murderer of Van, Crumit has 
hit on the essential.” ^ 

" WTiat makes "jou think so ? ” 

** The facts. But that Krosac killed Andrew Van isn’t 
the keystone of the case v/e’re attempting to build up. The 
quintessential problem is — Ellery leaned forward “ — who 
is Krosac ? ” 


" WTiat do you mean ? ” demanded Professor Yardley. 

I mean that Veija Krosac is known in his true face and 
figure to only one person in the case,” replied Ellery earn- 
estly. That is Stryker, who cannot be depended upon 
for reliable testimony. So I say again : \Mio is Krosac ? 
Who is Krosac now ? He may be any one about us I ” 

“ Nonsense,” said the Professor imcomfortably. ** A 
Montenegrin, probably with a Croatian accent, a man 
moreover with a limp in his left leg. . . .” 

“Not really nonsense. Professor. Nationalities merge 
fluidly in this country, and certainly when KLrosac con- 
versed with Croker, the Weirton garage-man, he spoke col- 
loquial, unaccented English. As for the fact that Krosac - 
may be in our midst — I don’t belike you’ve completely 
analysed the elements of the Brad crime.” 

** Oh, haven’t I ? ” snapped Yardley. “ Perhaps not. But 
let me tell you this, yoxmg man — ^you’re crossing the river 
prematurely.” 

“ I’ve done that before.” Ellery' rose and dived into the 
p>ool again." WTien his head emerged dripping, from the 
water, he was grinning quizzically at the Professor.' I 
w'on’t mention the fact,” he said, " that it was Krosac who 
arranged for'the sun-cult’s proximity to Bradwood ! Before 
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the Van murder, mind you. Significant ? Then he might 
" bcabout here somewhere. . . . Come on ! ” he said abruptly, 
climbing out of the pool and lying down wth his hands 
behind his head. Let’s get together on this Let’s begin 
with Krosac. A Montenegrin. Who, let us say, kills a 
Omtral European with an apparently assumed Roumanian 
nationality, and a Central European with an apparently 
assumed Armenian nationality. Three Central Europeans, 
then,. possibly all from the same country; for I’m con- 
'"'vinced that, things being what they are. Van and Brad 
did not come firom Armema and Roumanian” 

' ' The Professor grunted and applied two matches to his 
pipe. Ellery, sprawled on the hot marble, hghted a agarette 
and closed his eyes. Now think about this situation in 
terms of motive. Central Europe? The Balkans? Heart 
of superstition and violence ; almost a platitude'. Does 
that suggest anythmg to you ? ” 

“ I’m uncommonly ignorant about the Balkans,” said the - 
Professor indifferently, “ The only association that comes 
to mind when you mention the word is the fact that for 
centuries that part of the world has been the source of 
weird and fantastic folk-lore. I presume it’s a result of 
the generally low level of intelhgence and the desolate and 
mountainous terrain.” 

* "Ha ! There’s an idea,” chuckled Ellery. “ Vampirism ! 
Do you recall -Draculaj Bram Stoker’s immortal contribu- 
tion to the nightmares of innocent burghers ? The story 
of a' human vampire, laid in Central Europe And heads 
cut off, too ! ” * 

“ Dnvel,” said Yardley with an uneasy stare. 

-“■Right,” said Ellery promptly. “ Drivel if only for the 
fact that no stakes were hammered into the hearts of Van 
and Brad. No self-respecting vampirist omits that pleas- 
ant htde ceremony If we’d foimd stakes I’d almost be 
convmced'-that we are deahng with a superstition-crazed 
man doing away with what he considered were human 
vampires.” 

" You aren’t serious,” protested Yardley. 
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EEery smoked for a moment. Hanged if I know -whether 
I am or not. You know, Professor, we may in our divine 
enlightenment pooh-pooh such nursery horribiha as vam-' 
pirism, but after all if Mr. Krosac believes in vampires 
and goes about cutting people’s heads off, you can’t very 
well shut your eyes to the reality of his belief. It’s almost a 
statement of the pragmatic philosophy. If it exists for 
him. . .” 

“ How about this Egyptian cross business of yours ? ” 
asked the Professor gravely , he sat up straighter, shifting 
about for a more comfortable position, as if he anticipated 
a long discussion. 

Ellery sat up and hugged his brown knees. Well, how 
about it ? You’ve something up your sleeve ; you hinted as 
much yesterday. Have I, in the language of the classics, 
pulled a boner ? ” 

The Professor deliberately knocked out his pipe, placed 
it on the edge of the pool beside him, ruffled his black > 
beard, and became professorish. “ My son,” he said sol- 
emnly, “ you made an ass of yourself.” 

Ellery frowned. “ You mean the fau cross is not an 
Egyptian cross ^ *’ 

“ I mean predsely that.” 

Ellery rocked gently. “The voice of authority. . . . Hmm. 
You wouldn’t want to place a small bet, now, would you, , 
Professor ? ” ' 

“ I’m not a betting man ; haven’t the income. . . .' \STiere 
did you get the idea that the crux commissa is called the 
Egyptian cross ? ” - , 

“ Encyclopedia Britannica. About a year ago I had oc- 
casion to do some research on the general subject of crosses ; 

I was working on a novel at the time. As I recall it now, 
the iau, or T, cross was described as a common Egyptian 
■ device, often called the Egyptian cross, or words to that ^ 
effect. At any rate, my recollection is that the article " 
definitely linked the words tau and Egyptian in connection 
- with the cross. Would you care to look it up ? ” ", 

The Professor chuclded. " I’ll take your word for it.- 1- 
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who wrote that article — ^for all I know it may 
been someone of overwhelming erudition. But the 
JSayciopadta Bntannica is as fallible as other man-made 
institutions, and it isn’t always the last autlionty. I’m not 
an authority on Egyptian art myself, please understand, 
'( but it’s one phase of my work, and I tell you without 
eqmvocation that I’ve‘ never encountered the phrase 
Egyptian cross ’ ; I’m sure it’s a misnomer Yes, there ts 
, something Egyptian shaped like a T. . . 

' - Ellery looked puzzled. “ Then why do you say the tau 

''isn’t ” . 


" Because it isn’t,” Yardley ^smiled. “ A certain sacred 

- instrument used by the ancient Egyptians possessed a shape 
hke the Greek T. It occurs frequendy in hieroglyphic 
literature. But diat doesn’t make it a tau cross, which is 
an old Christian religious symbol. There are many for- 

; ' tuities Tike that St Anthony’s Cross, for example, is a 
name also applied to the tau cross, merely because it 
resembles the crutch with which St Anthony is generally 
depicted It’s no more St. Anthony’s Gross, stricdy speak- 
" ing, than it is yours or mme ” ■ 

“ Then the T isn’t properly an Egyptian cross at all, 
muttered Ellery. Damn it aU, I would mess it up ^ 

, i “If you want to call it that,” said the Professor, I can t 
stop you. It’s true that the cross seems to have been a , 

- familiar' enough symbol for ages — ^its use has been 

,, gated and universal-from the most primitive times I could 
' give you numerous examples of variations on the cruci- 
form symbol— by the Indian of the Western Hemisphere 
before the coimng of the Sparaards, for instance. 
that’s irrelevant. The essential point is this ’ The Ero- 

- fessor screwed up his eyes. “ If there is one cruciform 

- symbol which you might by, stretching a pomt call an 
Egyptian cross, it is the ankh.” 

- “ The ankh ? ” EUery looked thoughtful. “ Perhaps that 

‘ ,was what I really was thinkmg of Isn’t that the T cross 
viith the circle at the top ^ ” 

Yardley shook his head. “ Not a circle, my- boy, but a 


136 the EGYPTIAN CROSS MYSTERY 

drop- or pear-shaped Kttle figure. The an}:h in substance 
somewhat resembles a key. It is called the crux ansata, 
and appears %vith extreme jfrequency in Egyptian inscrip- 
tions It connoted divinity, or royalty, and peculiarly 
enough characterised the holder as a generator of life.” * 
” Generator of life ? ” Something was brewing in Ellery’s 
eyes. ” Good lord ! ” he cried That’s it * The Egyptian - 
cross after all ! Something tells me %ve’re on the right 
track now ! ” 

“ Elucidate, young man.” 

** Don’t you see ? \Miy, it’s as clear as Herodotus I ” 
shouted Ellery. “ The ankh — symbol of life.' Crossbar of 
the T — the arms. Upright — ^thc body. Pear-shaped dingus 
at the top — the head. And tihe head’s been cut off ! That 
means something, I tell you — ^Krosac deliberately changed 
the symbol of life to the symbol of death ! ” 

The Professor stared at him for a moment, and then 
broke into a long and derisive chuckle. ” Ingenious, my 
boy, ingenious as the devil, but a million parasangs from 
the truth.” 

Ellery’s excitement subsided. “ What’s wrong novf ? ” 
" Your inspired interpretation of Mr. Rrosac’s motive 
in cutting off his victims’ heads might be tenable if the 
ankhi or crux ansata, were symbolic of the human figure. 
But it isn’t. Queen. It has a much more prosaic origm.” 
The Professor sighed. “ You remember the sandals Stryker 
wears ? They’re imitations of the typical ancient Egyptian 
footgear. . . . Now, I shouldn’t like to be quoted on this 
— rafter all I’m no more an anthropologist than I am an 
Egyptologist— but the ankh is generally considered by 
experts to have represented a sandal strap hke the ~onc 
Stryker uses — ^the loop at the top being the part that 
passes aroxmd the ankle. The perpendicular below the loop 
\vas that part of the strap which went down over the instep 
and connected with the sole of the sandal between the great 
toe and the other toes. The shorter, horizontal pieces went 
down the sides of the foot to the sole of the sandal.”' 

Ellery was crestfallen. “But I still don’t see how that 
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its origin' was -a sandal, could possibly come to 
‘ represent’ the creation of life, even in a figurative sense ” 
. "■-The Professor shrugged. ** Word- or idea-origins are 
sometimes incdmpreliensible to the modem mind. The 
whole thing’s unclear from the *scientific standpoint. But 
since the ankh sign was frequently used in writing various 
words from the stem meaning * to hve,’ it came eventually 
to stand for a symbol of living, or life. So much so that, 
despite the fact that the material of the true origin was 
flexible — ^the sandal generally being made of treated papy- 
rus, of course — eventually the Egyptians employed the 
sign in rigid forms — ^amulets of wood, faience, and so on. 
But "certainly the symbol itself never meant a human 
figure.” 

. . Ellery polished the damp lenses of his pince-nez, sqmnt- 
ing thoughtfully meanwhile at the sunny water. “ Very 
well,” 'he said with desperation. “ We abandon the ankh 

^theory Tell me. Professor. Did the ancient Egyptians 

practise crucifixion ? ” 

The Professor smiled. You refuse to surrender, eh ? 

. . No, not to my knowledge ” 

Ellery set the glasses firmly on his nose. ” Then we 
abandon the Egyptological theory altogether • At least I 
do. I went off half-cocked — ^an alaraung symptom of late ; 


T must be getting rusty.” 

' ^ ” A httle learning, my boy,” remarked the Professor, as 

Pope said,-is a dangerous thing.” 

*‘ By the same ' token,” retorted Ellery, ^‘faciunt m- 
^ tellegendOf ut nihil intellegant ... by too much knowledge 
they brmg it about that they know nothing. Thats not 

-personally intended, of course ” ^ a j 

- ** Of'course not,” replied Yardley with gravity. And 
" Terence didn’t mean it either, eh ^ At any rate, 
thought you were bending over backwards in an effort to 
interpret the facts Egyptologically You were always prone 
‘to romanticise, as I recall, even in the classroom. Once, , 
when we ■ were- discussing the source of the Atlantean 
legend, as it was transmitted by Plato, Herodotus, and 
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“ If I may inlerrupt the learned gentleman,” said Ellery ' 
a little testily, “ I’m trying to shoulder my way out of a 
lot of mud, and you’re befouling the terrain with irrele- * 
vant classicism. Eiccusc me. ... If Krosac by lopping 
off the heads of his victims and strewing T signs about 
the scenes of his crimes meant to leave tlie symbol of a cross, . 
it certainly was not an ankh cross and could only have 
been the iau cross. And since there seems to be little if any 
significance to the existence of the tau cross in Pharaonic 
Egypt, the probabilities arc tliat Kxosac had no such 
thought in mmd, despite the fact tliat he W'as associated 
with a madman whose obsession was things religious in the 
Egyptological sense. . . . Confirmation ? Yes. Thomas 
Brad was hung on a totem-pole — ^pardon, post. Another 
religious symbol w'orlds removed from hicratidsm. Fur- 
ther confirmation — if Krosac meant an ankk cross he would 
have left the heads rather than removed them. ... So we 
have cast doubt upon the Egyptian theory, we have no 
evidence for the American totem theory except the single 
fortuitous fact of Brad’s place of crucifixion — and that was 
apparently chosen because of its T-shaped significance 
rather than any religious significance — and we cannot per- 
sist in the cruciform theory at all . . . ihe^iau cross in 
the Christian creed — smee decapitation as far as I know' 
has never played a part in the murder of martyrs. . . - . 

Ergo, we abandon all religious theories ” 

“ Your credo,” chuckled the Professor, ** seems to be like 
the religion of Rabelais — s. great Perhaps.” 

“ — and revert to w'hat w^s leaning against my nose from 
the,begmning,” concluded Ellery with a rueful smOe. 

“ What’s that ? ” 

“ The fact that T probably means T, and not a damned , 
thing else. T in its alphabet!^ sense. T, T. . . .” Suddenly ' 
he stopped, and the Professor studied hfm curiously. Ellery 
was staring at the pool wdth eyes that saW nothing so 
innocent as blue water and s unligh t 

t' What’s the matter ? ” demanded Yardley. 

“ Is it possible ? ” muttered Ellery. “ No . . . too pat. '. 
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- And .nothing to confirm it. Once before it occurred to 

'i ”, His" voice trailed off , he had not even heard 

Yardley’s question. The Professor sighed and picked up his 
pipe again. Neither man said anything for a long tirhe. 

They were sitting that way, two nearly naked figures m 
the peaceful patio, when an old Negress pattered in with a 
' ’disgusted look on her shiny black face. 

“ Mistuh Ya’dley,” she said in a soft complaimng voice, 
"some un’s jest breakin’ th’ do’ down trym’ to git in 
hyah.” 

“ Eh ? ” The Professor started and shook off his revene. 
"Who is it?” , . 

“ Dat.’Spectuh man. He’s awful stewy, seems hke, suh.” 

" All right, Nanny. Send him in ” 

Vaughn burst ih upon them a moment later waving a 
small piece of paper ; his face was congested with exate- 
ihent. “ Queen < ” he shouteS. "- Great news ! ” 

’ Ellery shifted about with abstracted eyes. " Eh ? Oh, 
hello, InsjJector. What’s this news of yours ? ” 

" "'Read this.” The Inspector hurled the piece of paper on 
- the taarble floor and sank to the edge of the pool, panting 
like an ei^ectant trespasser m a seraglto 

Ellery, and the Professor looked at each other, and then 
together at the paper. It was a radiogram from the Island 
1 oT Jamaica. 

MADE PORT HERE TODAY HEARD OF BRADS DEATH 
' SAILING NEW YORK AT ONCE 

V 

' "^e message was signed Stephen Megara. 



PART III: CRUCIFIXION OF A 
GENTLEMAN 

^ decouvert comme Officter Judtciaire Princtpale 

pris le Parquet de Bruxelles que Vopiratwn du cerveau 
mminel est dirtgie par motifs souvent incomprehensible 
au citoyen qui observe la loi” 


— FfiLDC Brouwage. 
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Stephen Megar a’s yacht Helene made a record 
' ^ run from Jamaica north dirough the peppered islands of 
the Bahamas, but near New Providence Island she devel- 
oped senous engine trouble and her master, Captain Swift, 
was constrained to put her into the port of Nassau for 
repairs It was several days before she was able to stand out 
, to sea again. 

So it was not until the first of July, eight days after 
, Inspector Vaughn’s receipt of Megara’s radiogram, that 
the Helene hove into sight of the Long Island coast Arrange- 
' “ ments had been made with the Port authorities to expedite 
Megara’s clearing through New York Harbour, and the 
, " HeUrie after a brief delay steamed into Long Island Sound, 
accompanied_ by a pohce boat and a flock of small craft 
s hired by enterprising newspapermen who were kept 
off the Helene's holystoned decks only with the greatest 
difficulty. 

Eight days . . . Eight days of singularly halcyon un- 
eventfulness With the exception of the funeral. And even 
” that was a qmet affair. Brad had been' interred in a Long 
Island cemetery without pomp or untoward circumstance ; 

, and Mrs. Brad, it was* observed by the gentlemen of the 
Press, bore 'the ordeal with remarkable fortitude. Even her 
, daughter, no blood-relation of the deceased, was more 
affected by the interment than the widow. 

The search for Velja ELrosac had assumed the propor- 
f tions of a national manhunt His description had been 
sent to police headquarters and sheriffs’ offices throughout 
the United States and to all port officers , he was being 
watclied for by the police of the forty-eight States, Canada, 
and -Mexico. Despite the widening of the seine, hoi^ever, 

' no Montenegrin fish was caught j^the man had disappeared 
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as effectually as if he had flowTi off the earth into space. 
Of Kling, too, not a trace. 

The chauffeur. Fox, was still under guard in his hut ; 
not formally arrested, to be sure, but as effectively a 
prisoner as if he had been behind the bars of Sing Sing. 
Quietly the inquiry spread about him ; but by the time 
of Megara’s arrival no identification of his fegerprints 
had been made in any of the Eastern Rogues’ Galleries. 
The Inspector, doggedly, sent copies of the fingerprints 
farther West. Fox himself maintained his iron silence. He 
did not complain at his unoflBcial confinement, but there 
was a desperate glint in his eye, and the Inspector grimly 
doubled the guard. It was part of Vaughn’s genius to 
ignore 'the man completely, -except for the silent guards ; 
Fox was not questioned or bullied ; he was left strictly alone. 
Despite this strain on his nerves, however, the man did not 
break. He sat quietly in his hut, day after day, barely 
touching the food relayed to him from the kitchen of Mrs. 
Baxter, barely moving, barely breathing. 


Everything was ready on Friday, the first of July, when 
the Helene pushed her way up Long Island Sound and 
through the w'estem narro^vs of Ketcham’s Gove, anchor- 
ing in the deep waters between Oyster Island and the 
m a in land. Biadwood’s landing-dock was black with people 
— detectives, police, troopers. They w'atched the slow 
manoeuvres of the yacht. It was a gleaming white, low- 
slimg and rakish craft. In the magnifying morning air the 
neat ghtter of her brasswork and the tiny moving figpores 
on her deck were clearly visible. Little boats swayed around 
her narrow belly. 

Inspector Vaughn, District Attorney Isham, Ellery 
Queen and Professor Yardley stood on the dock, silently 
waitmg. A Jaunch put out overside, smacked into the 
waters of the Gove. Several figures could be seen descend- 
ing the iron staircase^and stepping into the launch. Imme- 
diately a pohce-boat got under way and the laxmch 
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:«:31owcd submissively. They made for the landing. The 
"?fcrowd stirred; ... ‘ 

' "" Stephen Megara was a tall, sun-blackened man of power- 
ful- physique, with a black moustache and a nose which, 
from its appearance, had been irremediably battered in a 
, brawl' He was altogether a vital and somehow sinister 
figure. His leap from the launch to the dock was quick, 
sure, lithe ; all his movements were decisive. Here, Ellery 
felt as he studied him with keen interest, was the man of 
taction ; a richly different person from the paunchy overfed 
and prematurely old man Aat must have been Thomas Brad. 

** I’m Stephen Megara,” Jhe said abruptly in English, 
touched by an Etonian accent. “ Quite a reception com- 
mittee. Helene ! ” He singled her out of the crowd — the 
''chief actors, standing timidly in the background — ^Helene, 
her mother, Jonah, Dr. Temple. . . Megara took Helene’s 
hands, ignonng tKe others, and looked with fierce tender- 
ness into her eyes She flushed and withdrew her hands 
slowly. Megara smiled a brief, moustache-raising smile, 
murmured something into Mra. Brad’s frozen ear, nodded 
curtly to Dr. Temple, and turned back. “ So Tom’s been 
murdered? I’m at the service of anyone who cares to 
introduce himself.” 

The District Attorney grunted “ Indeed?” and said . 

“ I’m Isham, D A. of the County This is Inspector ^ 
Vaughn of the Nassau County detective bureau Mr. 
Ellery Queen, special investigator. Professor Yardley, a 
new neighbour of yours ” 

Megara shook hands perfunctorily. Then he turned and 
CTooked a dark finger at a hard-faced, frosty old man in 
blue ^uniform who had accompamed him in the launch 
“ Captain Swift, 'my skipper,” said Megara Swift had 
champing jaws and eyes like the lenses of a telescope 
clear as crystal in a face as weather-beaten as the Wandering 
Jew’s - ' 

“ ’Meetcha,” said Captain Swift to no one in particular, 
3ud put his left hand to his cap Three fingers were missing, 
Eltoy observed. And when they all, by tacit consent. 
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Stirred and began to move off the dock tov^'ard the path 
leading to the house, Ellery saw that the sailing Toaster ; 
walked with the roll of the deep-water man. 

“ Too bad I didn’t get word before this,” said Mcgara 
swiftly to Isham as they strode along. The Brads, Lincoln, 
Dr. Temple w^alked behind with expressionless faces. 

** I’ve been lolloping about the high seas for months ; you 
don’t get news that w'ay. It’s been a blow, learning about 
Tom.” Nevertheless, as he said it, it did not seem like a 
blow ; he discussed the murder of his partner as unemotion- ' 
ally as he might discuss the purchase of a new' shipment of 
rugs. 

“We’ve been w'aiting for you, Mr. Mcgara,” said 
Inspector Vaughn “ Who to your knowledge might have 
had motive for kilhng Mr. Brad ? ” - , 

“ Hmm,” said Megara He twisted his head for an 
instant to look back at Mrs. Brad, at Helene. “ Rather not 
answ'er at the moment. Let me know exactly what’s hap- 
pened.” 

Isham opened his mouth to reply, when Ellery asked in 
a soft vois:e : “ Have you ever heard of a man called . 
Andrew Van ? ” 

For the fraction of a second Megara’s rhythmic stride 
broke, but his face was inscrutable as he forged on. “Andrew 
Van, eh ? What has he to do \vith this ? ” 

“ Then^you know him ! ” cried Isham. 

** He was murdered under circumstances si milar to those 
surrounding the death of your partner, Mr. Megara,” said 
Ellery. 

“Van murdered, ^oo ! ” Something of the^ yachtsman’s 
poise dropped away jfrom him ; there w'as a flicker of un- 
" easiness in his bold eyes. . ’ , ' . 

** Head cut off, and body crucified in the form of a T,” 
Ellery w'ent on in a matter-of-fact way. 

Megara stopped short this time, and the whole cavalcade , 
behind him stopped as well His face W'ent violet imder 

its m^k of sunburn “ -T ! ” he muttered. <“ Why Let’s , 

get into the house, gentlemen.” _ 


Sr**, >- 
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shivered as he said this, and his shoulders sagged ; 
^Pls'iEt^c^any complexion was ghastly. He looked suddenly 

, years older. 

** Gan you explain the T’s ? ** demanded Ellery eagerly. 
** I have an idea . . Megara clicked his teeth together, 
and strode on. 


^They negotiated the rest of the distance "to the house in 
silence. 


- Stallings opened the front door, and at once his bland 
- face broke into a welcoming smile “ Mr. Megara 1 I’m 
happy to welc ” _ 

Megara brushed by him mthout a glance He made for 
; die drawing-room, followed by the others, and there began 
, ^ to pace the floor with long strides He seemed to be turmng 
sometliing over in his mind. Mrs. Brad glided up to him - 
" / and placed ‘her pudgy hand on his arm. 

^ Stephen ... if you could only clear up this terrible ” 

“ Stephen, you know ! ” cried Helene 

“,If you Imow, Megara, for God’s sake spill it and end 
dm rotten' suspense ! ” said Lincoln hoarsely. “ It’s been 
, a nightmare for all of us.” 

Megara sighed and jammed his hands into his pockets. 

** Keep 'cool. Sit down, Gaptam. Sorry to bring you into 
“a scurvy thing like this.” Captain Swift blinked and did 
not sit dovm ; he seemed uncomfortable, and edged nearer 
' the door. "Grentlemen,” said Megara abrupdy, “ I believe 
I know who murdered my — who murdered Brad.” 

“ You do, eh ? ”_said Vaughn with no excitement. 

“ Who ? ” cried Isham 

Megara' threw back his wide shoulders. “ A man named 
' Velja KLrosac. Elrosac . . . No doubt about it in my mind. 

"" - T, you say ? If it mp-nns what I think it means, he’s the 
o^y man m this world who could have left it T, eh ? 

' In a way, it’s a living sign that.' . . . Tell me just wha 
’ happened. In the murder of Van as well as of Brad.” 

Vaughn looked at' Isham, and Isham nodded. Where- 
> upon the Inspector launched into a terse summary'' of all 
‘ ' that had joccurred' in' both crimes, beginning with the 
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discovery by Old Pete and Michael Orkins of the school- 
master’s body at the cross-roads of the Arroyo pike' and the 
New Cumberland-Pughfo'wn highw^iy. When Vaughn 
related the garage-man Croker’s testimony concerning the 
limping man who had hired Croker to drive him to the 
cross-roads, Megara nodded slowly, and said : ** That’s the 
man, that’s the man,” as if he were banishing his last 
doubt. The story concluded, Megara smiled ivithout 
humour. 

I have it straight now'.” He had recovered his poise ; 
there were purpose and courage in his posture. “ Now' tell 
me just what you found in the summer-house. There’s 
something a little queer ...” 

“But, Mr. Megara,” protested Isham, “I can’t see ” 

- “ Take me there at once,” said Megara curtly, and strode 
to the door. Isham looked doubtfiil, but Ellery caught 
his eye and nodded. They all streamed after tHe yachts- 
man. 

As they took the path to the totem-post and the summer- 
house, Professor Yardley w'hispered ; “ Well, Queen, it 
looks like the finale, eh ? ” ’ ^ 

Ellery shrugged. “ I can’t see w'hy. What I said about 
Krosac still apphes. Where the devil is he ? Unless Megara 

can identify him in his present personality ” 

“ That’s assuming a lot,” said the Professor. “ How do 
you know he’s around here ? ” „ - 

“ I don’t 1 But it’s certainly possible.” ' ' 

The summer-house had been swathed in canvas, and a 
trooper stood by on guard. Vaughn flipped the canvas^ 
back and, imivinking, Megara went in. The interior of the 
summer-house appeared exactly as the investigators had 
tfiscovered it on the morning after the cnme-^a bit of fore- 
thought on the Inspector’s part which, it seemed, was 
destined to bear fruit. 

^■*Megara had eyes for only one thmg — ^he ignored the T, 
the bloodstain, the signs of a struggle and a butchery. The 
pipe with its bowl carved into a Neptime’s-head and' 
trident. ... 
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‘*■'1 thought SO,” he said quietly, stooping and picking 
up the pipe. “ The moment you mentioned the Neptune’s- 
head,pipe. Inspector Vaughn, I knew that something was 
wrong.” . 

. “ Wrong ? ” Vaughn was disturbed ; Ellery’s eyes were 
bright and inquiring. What’s wrong, Mr. Megara 5* ” 

' “'Everything.” Megara looked at the pipe with bitter 
iesignation. “ You .think this was Tom’s pipe ? Well, it 
wasn’t ! ” - 

“ You don’t mean to tell me,” exclaimed the Inspector, 
“ that the pipe belongs to Krosac ! ” 

'“-I -msh it did,” replied Megara savagely “No. It 
belongs to me.” 

\. 

« 

-For an instant they digested this revelation, turning it 
’Over 'in their minds as if to take what nourishment there 
was from it.^ Vaughn was plainly puzzled “ After all, he 
said, “ even if it is ” r 

' “ Wait a minute, Vaughn,” said the District Attorney 
swiftly. “ I think there’s more in this than rdeets the eye. 
Mr. Megara; we’ve been under fhe impression that the pipe 
was Brad’s. Stalhngs gave us the defimte feehng that it %vas, 
although now that I think of it, it’s easy to have made such 
a 'mistake. But it has Brad’s fingerprmts on it, and it was 
smoked on the night of the murder with his own brand of 
tobacco in it Now you say it’s yours. What I can’t under- 
stand ” • 

' Megaxa’s eyes narrowed ; his tone was stubborn “ Theie’s 
something wrong here, Mr. Isham. That’s my pipe. If Stall- 
ings said it' was Tom’s, he either bed or took it to be Tom’s 
just bfecause he’d noticed it in the house before I went away 
lasf year. I left it here inadvertently when I sailed away 
about a year ago.” - 

' “ What you can’t understand,” said Ellery softly to 
Isham, “ IS why one man should smoke another man’s 
pipe ” - , ", 

“That’s it.” * 
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“ Ridiculous I ” snapped Megara, Tom wouldn’t smoke .. 
my pipe, or anyone else’s. Efe had plenty of his own, as 
}’Ou can see if you open his drawer in the study ► And no 
man puts another man’s bit into his mouth. Especially 
Tom : he was a fanatic on sanitation.” He turned the 
Neptune*s-head over in his fingers uith absent affection. 

“ I’ve mised old Neptune. . . . I’ve had him for fifteen 
years. Tom — ^he knew how much I prized it.” He was 
silent for a moment. “ He would no more smoke this pipe 
than he would put Stallings’s false teeth into hh mouth.” 

No one laughed. Ellery' said swifdy : **We face an in- 
teresting situation, gentlemen. The first ray of light. Don’t 
you see the significance of this identification of the pipe as 
Zvlr. hlegara’s ? ” 

“ Significance my hind leg,*’ snorted Vaughn. “ It means 
only one thing — Krosac’s trying to frame Mr. Megara.” 

** Nonsense, Inspector,” said Ellery genially. ** It means 
nothing of the sort, l&osac could not -possibly' expect to 
make us believe Mr. Megara murdered Brad. Everyone ' 
knew that Mr. hlegara nas off someuhere, thousands of ■- 
miles anay', stretching his sea-legs in a periodic tvater- 
tramp. And then — ^the 175 , and the tie-up with the murder 
of Van. ... As good as a signature No.” He turned to the 
yachtsman, who ivas still study'ing the pipe with a frown 
“ 'Where were you, sir— your yacht, yourself, your crew* — 
on June twenty-second ? ” . . 

Megara turned to his sailing master. We expected that, 
didn’t we. Captain ? ” His moustache lifted in a brief grin. 

“ "Where were we ? ” 

Captain Swift flushed and produced a sheet of paper 
from one of his bulging blue pockets. “ Mem’randum from 
my log,” he said. “ Ought to answer ye. Mister.” 

They examined the memorandum. It stated that on June 
twenty'-second, the Helene had passed through the Gatun 
Locks in the Panama Canal, boimd for the West Indies. 
Attached to the memorandum, was an offcial-lookuig.- . 
slip w'hich acknowiedged payment for passage to. the Canal - 
authorities. 
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' ** WHole'ship’s crew aboard,” rasped Captain Swift. “ My 
log’s open to inspection. We been ‘cruisin’ the Pacific, 
workin’, east. We been as far as Austraha on the westward 
passage.” 

Vaughn nodded. “ Nobody’s doubting you people.' But 
we’ll take a look at your log, anyway ” 

Megara, spread his legs and teetered back and forth ; it 
was easy to imagine him straddling a ship’s bridge, sway- 
ing to the hft and fall of a deep-sea vessel “ Nobody’s 
doubting us. Indeed I Not that I care a damn if you do, 
you understand. . . . The closest we came to death on the 
whole voyage was a pain in jthe groin that I developed off 
Suva.” 

Isham looked uncomfortable, and the Inspector turned 
to Ellery. “ WeU, Mr. Qiieen, what’s buzzing around m 
your noodle ? You’ve got a notion, I can see that.” 

I’m afraid. Inspector, from this material evidence,” 
said Ellery, pointing to Ae memorandum and the ‘slip, 
,** that we can’t very well believe Krosac intended us to 
think Mr. Megara his partner’s murderer.” He puffed on 
a cigarette before continuing The pipe . . .” He flicked 
the ashes of his agarette toward the odd briar in Megara’s 
hand. ” Krosac must have known that Mr. Megara would 
have an unimpeachable alibi for the general period of the 
murder. We’ discount any surmise, therefore, in that direc- 
tion But from the facts Aat this is Mr Megara’s pipe and 
that Brad would not have smoked it, we can now establish 
a tenable theory.” 

' Smart,” said Professor Yardley, “ if true How ? ” 

V Brad would not have smoked this Neptune’s-head pipe, 
the property of his partner. Yet it has been smoked — 
handled, apparently, by the victim himself But if Brad 
would not have smoked the pipe and yet there are evi- 
dences on it that he did, what have we ? 

> Ingenious,” muttered the Professor. The pipe was 
made to appear as if Brad smoked it It would be child’s 
play to place the dead man’s fingerprints on its stem.” 

“ Precisely cried Ellery “ And the job of making the 
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pipe look as if it had been smoked would be simple. Per- , 
haps the murderer himself actually loaded it, lighted it, 
and puffed a bowlful. Too bad the Bertillon system doesn’t 
take into account the variations of individual bacteria , , 
there’s an idea • . . . Now, who might want to make it 
appear that Brad had smoked this pipe ? Surely only the 
murderer. Why ? To confirm the impression that Brad had 
wandered out — ^in a smoking-jacket — ^to the summer-house 
smoking the pipe, and had been attacked and killed there.” 

“ Soimds hkely,” confessed Isham. “ But why should 
Krosac do that with Mr. Megara’s pipe? Why didn’t he 
pick one of Brad’s own ’ ” 

Ellery shrugged. “ There’s a simple answer to (hat, if 
you stop to think about it. Krosac got the pipe — ^where ? 
In the drawer of the reading-table in the' library. Is that 
right, Mr. Megara ? ” 

" Probably,” said Megara. ” Tom kept all his pipes 
there. When he found mine after I left, he must have put 
it away in the same drawer against my return.” 

“ Thank you. Now, going to the drawer Krosac sees 
a number of pipes. He naturally “assumes they all bclpng 
to Brad. He wants to leave one pipe to make it appear 
that Brad was smoking in the summer-house. So he selects 
a pipe which is most distinctive m appearance, , going on 
the excellent theory that the most distinctive-looking pipe 
^vlll be the most easily identified pipe. ^rgo-rrNeptune. 
Fortunately for us, however, Neptune was the property of 
Mr. Megara, not Brad. 

Ah,” proceeded Ellery in a sharp voice, ” but here wc 
come to an interesting deduction. Friend Krosac has gone " 
to considerable trouble, has he not, to make it appear that 
Brad was attacked and killed while he was smoking in the " 
summer-house ? For, you see, had there been no pipe -and 
no_ evidence of smolang, we should haye questioned Brad’s 
pjresence m the su mm er-house, especially sjncc he was wear- 
ing a- smokmg-jacket ; he might have been dragged there. . 

when we know that a man was smoking m a certain 
place, 'we know that up to a certain point, at Ifeast, he was " ' 
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there of his own' free will. . . . Now we find, however, that 
he was not smoking there, and we know the murderer wants 
us to heheye he was The only sane inference is that the 
hmmer-house was not the scene of the crime^ but that the mur- 
derer wanted lis very much to believe it was ” ^ 

. 'Megafa was regarding Ellery with a speculative and 
rather cynical light in his ^e. The others kept silent. 

^ Ellery flipped his cigarette out through the doorway. 
“ The next step is surely clear. Sinc'e this isn’t the scene of 
the crim^ some other place is. We must find that place 
and examine it. Finding it, I believe, will offer no diflS- 
culty. The library, of course. Brad was last seen alive tliere, 
occupied in playing checkers with himself. He was waiting 
for someone, for he -had carefully cleared the house of 
possible witnesses or interrupters.” 

“ Just a minute ” Megara’s mouth was hard. “ That’s a 
pretty speech and good hearing, Mr. Qjieen, but it happens 
to be all wrong.” 

,Ellery lost his smile. ** Eh ? I don’t understand Wherein 
is the analysis faulty ? ” 

“ ^ t’s wrong in the assumption that Krosac didn’t know 
the pipe is mine.” 

Ellery took off his pince-nez and began to swab its lenses 
with his handkerchief — ^an infallible sign in him of perturba- 
tion, satisfaction, or excitement. “ An extraordinary state- 
ment, if true, Mr. Megara. How would Krosac know the 
pipe belonged to you ^ ” 

* " Because the pipe was m a case. Did you find a case in 
the drawer ^ ” 

“'No.” Ellery’s eyes glittered. “ Don’t tell me that your 
initials were on the case, sir * ” 

“ Better than that,” snapped Megara. “ My full name in 
gilt letters was stamped on the morocco cover. The pipe 
was in the case when I last saw it. The case naturally has 
as odd a shape as the pipe, and couldn’t possibly be used 
for another pipe, unless it was a rephca of this.” 

“ Oh, splendid ! ” cried Ellery, smiling broadly “ I take 
it all back. You’ve given us a new lease on life, Mr. Megara. 
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It puts an entirely different complexion on matters. Gives 
us even more to work on , . . Krosac knew it was your 
pipe, then Nevertheless, he deliberately selected your pipe 
to leave in the summer-house. The case he took away, 
obviously, since it’s gone. Why take away the case ? Be- 
cause if he had left it, we should have found it, seen the 
resemblance between the shape of the Stephen Megara 
case and the shape of the supposed Brad pipe, and known 
at once that the pipe wasn’t Brad’s. By taking the case 
away, Krosac made us believe temporarily that the pipe was 
Brad’s. You appreciate the inference ? ”~ 

“ Why temporarily ? ” demanded Vaughn. 

“ Because,” said Ellery triumphantly, “ Mr. Megara did 
come back, did identify the pipe, did tell us about the miss- 
ing pipe-case t Surely Krosac knew Mr. Megara would 
eventually do this Conclusion — until Mr. Megara arrived, 
Krosac wanted us to beheve that the pipe belonged to 
Brad, and that therefore. the summer-house was the scene 
of the crime. After Mr. Megara^ arrived, Krosac \v2iS willing 
that we should know the summ,er-house was not the scene of 
the crime ; willmg, furthermore, since it would be inevit- 
able, to have us look for the real scene of the crime. Why 
do I say \vilhng ? Because Krosac could have avoided all 
this merely by choosing another means of making the 
s umm er-house seem the scene of the crime ; merely, in 
fact, by choosing one of Brad’s own pipes ! ” 

“ You hold, then,” said the Professor slowly, that the 
murderer dehberately desires us to return to the^ real scene 
of the crime. I can’t imderstand why.” 

“ Sounds fiinny to me,” said Isham, shaking his head. 

** It’s so aboimnably plam,” grinned Ellery. “ Don’t you 
see — ^Krosac wanted us to look at the scene of the crime 
noziF-not a week ago, mind you, but now.” 

" But why, man ? ” asked Megara impatiently. ** It 
doMn’t make sense.” • ' - 

lElIery shrugged. “-I can’t tell you specifically, but I’m 
-- convinced it makes rather remarkable sense, hir., Megara.^ 
Krosac wants us to find something now— while you are at~ 
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Bradwood — ^which he didn’t want us to find while you were 
'on the Pacific somewhere.” 

\ 

, ' ‘VNuts/* said Inspector Vaughn with a scowl. 

, “ Whatever it is,” said Isham, “ I’m prepared to doubt 
it.” ' 

“ I suggest,” said Ellery, “ that we follow along wth 
Messer Krosac. If he wanted us to find it, let’s oblige him 
Shall we go to the library ^ ” 


14: THE IVOJR.Y KEY 

\ 

* - 

' '‘-The LIBRARY had been sealed since the mormng after 
the discovery of Brad’s mutilated body. Isham, Vaughn,- 
Megara, Professor Yardley, and Ellery went into the room j 
. 'Captain Swift had rolled back to ,the dock, and the Brads, 
' and Lincoln were in their own quarters. Dr. Temple had 
' , ‘Vanished long before 

Megara stood to one side as the search was made — ^no 
perfunctory lamination, this time, but a crevice-explonng 
expedition which left not a, particle of dust undisturbed 
Isham turned the secretary into a scene of carnage, strewing 
It with the crumpled bodies of vagrant papers Vaughn took 
It upon himself to go over the furmture, piece by piece 
Professor Yardley, self-delegated, retired to the alcove 
'where the grand piano stood and amused himself by ravish- 
ing the music-cabinet 

Almost at once the discovery was made — or at least a 
"discovery, whether it were the one Velja ICrosac had in- 
tended or not being at the moment of no consequence. It 
-was a discovery of major importance — ^and made by Ellery, 

. who was prowling by the Inspector’s side. Quite by acci- 
, *■ dent, or m the, interest of thoroughness, Ellery grasped a 
' corner of the divan and pulled it back from before the book- 
^filled wall so that it stood completely on the Chinese rug, 
where before its rear legs had rested on the bare floor As 
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he did this he exclaimed ^oud and stooped swiftly to 
examine something on, the part of the rug which had been 
-under the divan. Isham, Vaughn^ and Yardley 
burned to his side ; Megara craned, but did not move. 

“ ^Miat is it ? ” 

“ Good grief,*’ muttered the Inspector. “ Of all the 
obvious places. A stain I ” 

“ A bloodstain,” said Ellery softly, “ unless experience, 
like my reverend Professor here, is a poor teacher.” 

It was a dried blackish stain, standing out 'with the 
- crudity of a wax seal on the golden colours of the rug. 
Near it — ^no more than a few inches away — ^there was a. 
square depression in the fabric of the rug, the sort of 
impressment made by the weight of a chair- or table-leg 
which has stood on one spot for a long time. The shape of 
the depression could not be laid to the feet of the divan, 
which at the base were round. 

Ellery, kneeling, looked around. His eyes wavered for a 
moment, and then went to the secretary, which stood on 
the opposite wall. 

There should be ” he began, and shoved the divan 

toward the centre of the-xoom. He nodded at once : t^ec 
feet firom the first depression .was its mate in the pressed < 
nap. 

** But the stain,” firowned Isham, “ how the devil did it 
get under the divan ? Stallings told me when I first ques- - 
tinned him that nothing had been moved in this room.” 

" That doesn’t require explanation, does it ? ” remarked 
Ellery drily, as he rose to his feet. “ Nothing was moved— 
except the rug itself, and you could scarcely expect Stallings 
to have noticed that ” 

His eyes gleamed as hejooked about the library. He had 
been right about "the secretary ; it was the only article ’of 
fiirmture in the room -whose legs could have made depres- 
sions the fexact shape and size of the two under the divan. 
He crossed 'the room and lifted one of the secretary’s - 
square-tipped le^. On the rug directly beneath the tip,--' 
plain enough, -was a depression like the two on .the other 



- CRUCIFIXION OF A GENTLEMAN I57 

side of the room, except that it was not so deep or sharply 
'defined 

“ We might conduct an entertaining little experiment,” 
said Ellery, straightening up. “ Let’s shift this rug about.” 

** Shift it about ? ” asked Isham. “ What for ? ” 

“ So that it will lie as it did Tuesday night, before Krosac 
changed its position.” 

A great light broke over Inspector -Vaughn’s face. “ By 
God,” he cried, “ I see it now. Hfe didn’t want us to find the 
bloodstain, and he couldn’t get rid of it • ” 

“ That’s just half the story, Inspector,” remarked 
Professor Yardley, “ if I imderstand Queen’s impheations.”, 
^ “ You do,” said Ellery equably. “ It’s just a matter of 
getting this table out of the way. The rest is easy.” Stephen 
Megara still stood in a comer, silently listening ; he made 
no move to help the four men Vaughn lifted the round 
table without effiirt and earned it out-jinto the hall. In a 
.^very few momentSj by placing a man at each corner of the 
rug, they were able to jerk it from under all the small 
^articles of furmture and turn it about, so that the part 
which had been hidden beneath the divan now lay where 
It must have lain the mght of Brad’s murder — on the 
opposite side of the room. The two depressions, they saw 
mstantly, fitted with precision under the two front legs of 
the secretary. And the dried bloodstain . . . 

Isham stared “ Behind the checker-chair • ” 

“ Hmm. 'The scene begins to materiahse,” drawled 
Ellery The bloodstain lay two feet behind the collapsible 
wall-chair of the checker-table which stood next to the 
secretary. 

“ Struck from behind,” mumbled Professor Yardley, as 
h^Was experimenting with his infernal checkers, j^lhght 
have known that obsession would get him into trouble some 
day.” 

“ What do you think, Mr. Megara ? ” asked Ellery 
suddenly, turning to the sUent yachtsman 

Megara shrugged. “ That’s your job, gentlemen 
“ I think,” said Ellery, sitting down in a club-chair and 
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lighting a cigarette, “ that wc’U save time by a httle rapid- 
fire analysis. Any objections. Inspector ? ” 

“ I still can’t see,” complained Vaughn, “ tv'hy he should 
have sw-ung the rug aroimd. Wliom was he trying to fool? 
We wouldn’t have found it at all if he hadn’t, as you 
pointed out, deliberately left a trail back to this room by 
that pipe of Mr. Megara’s.” 

Gently, Inspector. Let me have my head for a 
moment. . . . It’s 'apparent now' — there can’t ^ be any 
disagreement on the point — ^that Krosac never intended 
permanently to conceal the fact that this room w'as the scene 
of the crime. Not only didn’t he want permanently to 
conceal this fact, but he even arranged matters in at 
deucedly clever way to lead us back to this room, at his 
own good time, when he knew a more careful examination 
of the room would disclose the bloodstain. Ilad he wanted 
permanently to conceal this fact, he would not in the first 
place have left the pipe trail back to the hbrary, nor would 
he have left that bloodstain as it is For observe ” Ellery 
pointed to the open dropleaf of the secretary. Right at 
hand, almost above the bloodsteun, were two bottles of ink. 
Suppose Krosac had left the rug in its original position, and 
had debberately turned over one of these two bottles of ink 
by accident. The poKce would have found bottle and 
stain, would have assumed die superficial truth — that the 
ink had been tipped over, by Brad or someone else — and 
would never have thought of looking beii^th the ink for a’ 
bloodstain. . . Instead of adopting this perfectly simple 

procedure, iCrosac w'ent to the vast trouble of shifting the 
rug around, contriving matters so that we would miss the 
bloodstain on first- examination, would be brought back 
to it by Mr. Megara’s identification of the pipe as his, and 
w'ould thereby find it on second examination- The essential 
point being that nothing was gained by Krosac in these 
complex manoeuvres except — fiW.” 

“All very Veil,” said the Professor in a nettled tone," 
“ but I’ll be drawn and quartered if I see why^he %vanted 
us to find it at alh” ' „ - ' 
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^ ^ * ** 

Professor darling,”’ said Ellery,' “ don’t anticipate. 
This Js my reatation. You’re swell on ancient history, but 
my forte is logic and I yield the palm to ho man in my own 
provmce. Ha, ha I Well, let it go.” 

He dropped his grin. “ Krosac wanted not permanent 
concealment of the scene of the crime, but delay of its 
discovery. Why ? Three possible reasons. Follow closely — 
Mr. Megara especially ; you may be able to help us here.” 

Megara -nodded and dropped on the divan, which had 
been restored to its proper position before the wall. 

‘1 One : There was something in this room dangerous to 
“Krosac which he wanted to take away later, since for some 
peculiar reason he could not take it away on the night of 
the murder. . . , Two : There was something Krosac 
wanted to add or bring back to this room later, which he 

could not add or bring back on the night of the murder 

“ Hold your horses a imnute,^’ said the District Attorney, 
who for a moment had been fiercely frowning. " Both of 
those "sound reasonable, for in either case makmg the 
summerrhouse seem the -scene of the crime would draiv 
aittention away from the library, perhaps leaving it during 
that period accessible to the murderer ” 

“ Contradiction m order. Wrong, Mr. Isham,” drawled 
Ellery. “ Krosac had to expect, even if the stain ivere 
missed in the first search — ^as he planned — ^and the summer- 
house, accepted as the scene of the crime. . . . Elrosac had 
to expect, I repeat, that the house would be guarded and 
that he would be prevented by purely precautionary police 
'me^ures from takmg somethmg away -later or bringing 
mmething back later. But there’s an even more important 
objection to the first tivo possibilities, gentlemen. , ^ 

If Krosac wanted to come baci here and therefore 
..deliberately; made the -summer-house appear the scene of 
, the crime, it would certainly be to his advantage to make the 
summer-house appear the scene of the crime permanently. 
This would give him -unlimited time and opportumty in 
whi^ to gam access to the library. But he didn’t — lie 
deliberately left a trail back to this room which, if the 
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surmise I’ve jyst mentioned were correct, would be about 
the last thing he’d do. So. I say, neither of the first two 
theories is tenable.” 

** Over my head,” said Vaughn disgustedly. ** Too fancy 
for me.” 

“ Shut up like, a good fellow,” snapped Isham. TTiis 
isn’t slap-me-down police methods, Vaughn. I’ll admit it’s 
an unorthodox way to go about solving a crime, but it 
, sounds like the real stuff. Go on, Mr. Queen. We’re all 
ears.” 

“ Inspector, consider yourself publicly reprimanded,” - 
said Ellery severely. “ Tbird possibility i Ibat there is 
something now in the library which was also there the night 
of the murder, which — a plethora of whiches — ^is not dan- 
gerous to the criminal, which he didn’t plan to take away 
later, which he wanted the police to, discover, but which 
he did not want discovered by the pohce until Mr. Megara’s 
return.” 

“ Phew,” said Vaughn, throwing up his hands. ” Let me 
out of here.” " - 

“ Don’t mind him, Mr Queen,” said Isham. 

Megara sqmnted steadily at Ellery. “ Go ahead, Mr. 
Queen ” 

“ Since we are obliging souls,” continued Ellery, 
“ obviously we must look for and find what Krosac planned 
us to find only" when you, Mr. Megara, were on the 
scene . . . You know,” he added contemplatively, ** I’ve 
always foundP— and I think you’ll bear me out. Inspector — 
that the more involved a murderer becomes the more errors 
he’s apt to make. Suppose we get friend Stallings in here for 
a moment.” 

The detective at the door yelled “ S flings I ” and 'the 
butler appeared in dignified haste. 

" Stallings,” said Ellery abruptly, ** you know this room 
pretty well, don’t you ? ” 

Stallings coughed. “ If I do say so, sir, as .well as Mr. 
Bradjrhimself knew it.” 

I’m ravished -to hear it. Take a look about.” Stallings 
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"Hutifully took a look about. “ Is everything in order ? Has 
anything been added'? Is . there anything here which 
shouldn’t be here ? ” 

Stallings smiled briefly and began a stately stalk about 
the library. He poked in comers,- opened drawers, investi- 
gated the interior of the secretary. ... It took him ten 
minutes, but when he concluded lus tour of inspection and 
said : “ This room is exactly as I saw it last, sir — ^I mean 
before Mr. Brad' was killed . . . except, sir, that the table 
IS gone,” they all felt that there was nothing more to ask 
* But’ Ellery was persistent. “Notiung else has been 
disturbed or taken away ? ” 

„ The butler shook his head emphatically. “ No, sir. The 
only thing that’s really different is that stain, sir,” he said, 
pointing to the rug. “ It wasn’t "there Tuesday evening 
when I left* the house And the checker-table. . .” 

“ What about the cljecker-table •’ ” asked Ellery sharply. 

Stallings shrugged with decomm “ The pieces Of 
course, their position is different. Mr. Brad naturally 
played on after I left.” 

Oh,” said Ellery with rehef “ That’s excellent, Stall- 
ings. You have within you the delicate makings of a Sher- 
lock, the camera eye , . . That’s all.” 

Stallings cast a reproachful look at Stephen Megara, who 
‘ was staring moodily at the wall and puflBing at a West . 
Indian cheroot, and left the room. 

' . Now,” said Ellery briskly, “ let’s scatter.” 

“ But what the hell do we look for ^ ” gmmbled Vaughn. 

Heavens, Inspector, if I knew a search wouldn’t be 
' necessary • ” 

The scene that ensued would have been ludicrous to any 
observer except Stephen Megara ; that man, it seemed, was_^ 
imnus the faculty of laughter. The spectacle of four grown 

- men crawhng about a room on- hands and knees, doing 
their best to climb up the walls 'and tap plaster and wood, 

- going through the stuffing of the divan’s pillows, ivrenching 
experimentally at the le^ and arms of chairs, divan, 
secretary, checker-table . . . an Ahce-in- Wonderland 

’Fm ‘ ' 
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situation. After fifteen minutes of fruitless search Ellery, 
rumpled, hot, and much annoyed rose and sat, down by 
Megara’s side, to sink instantly into a reverie. The day- 
dream was, from the expression on his face, more in the 
' nature of a mghtmare. The Professor, nothing daunted, 
toiled on , he was enjoying himself hugely as he crawled, 
his ungainly length doubled up, over the rug. Once he 
straightened and looked up at the old-lashioncd chandelier. 

“ Now that would be an unusual hiding-place,” he mut- ^ 
tered, and forthwith proceeded to stand on a chair and 
tinker with the crystal ornaments of the chandelier. There 
was a defective or exposed wire somewhere, for he suddenly 
yelped and crashed to the floor. Vaughn grunted and held 
another piece of paper up to tlie light ; the Inspector 
working on the theory, apparently, that a message had been' 
written m invisible ink. Isham was shaking out the drap- 
eries ; he had already unwound the wmdow-shades and 
searched for hollow intenors in the lamps. It was aU 
pleasant and unreal and useless. . ' ”, 

All of them, at one time or another, had cast speculative 
glances at the books bnsthng in their built-in cases, but no 
one had made a move toward examining ‘ them. The 
enormity of the task of going through those myriad.volumes 
one by one seemed to discourage even a beginning. 

Ellery leaned back suddenly and drawled ; “ What a pack ^ 
of prime fools we are ! Chasing our tails like pups. . . . 
Krosac wanted us to come back and search tlus room for 
somethmg. Then he wanted us to find it. He wouldn’t 
put it in a place which would take the combined ingenuity 
of a Houdim and a bloodhoimd to discover. On the other 
hand, he would secrete it in a place not so obvious as to 
be found in a superficial search, yet not in so obscure a ' 
place as never to be found, even m a thorough search. As ' 
for you. Professor, please remember when you attempt to 
explore chandeliers again that Krosac' probably isn’t so ' 
well acquainted with this room that he knew where there 
would be hollows in furniture legs, or. in -lamps. . . .’No, 
it’s in a clever, but accessible, hiding-place.” ^ - 
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” SwcU talk,” said Vaughn sarcastically, “ but where ? ” 
He was tired and dripping. “ Know of any hiding-places 
here, Mr. Megara ^ ” 

Professor Yardley’s chin-brush jutted out like the false 
beard of an Egyptian Pharaoh as Megara shook his 
head. ' _ 

Ellery said : " Reminds me of a remarkably similar 
search my father, Assistant D. A. Cronin and I made not 
long ago when we were investigating the murder of that 
crooked lawyer, Monte Field, who was ^poisoned — ^you 
' recall ?-rr-in the Roman Theatre during a performance of 
Gunplay.^ We found it in-^^ ” 

The Professor’s eyes ghstened, and he hurried across the 
room to the alcove in which the grand piano was ensconced. 
Isham had gone through the alcove some minutes before. 
But Yardley did not bother with the body of the instrument, 
or the piano chair, or the music cabinet He merely sat 
down in the chair and, with all the gravity Ellery remem- 
bered from the Professor’s lectures at the University, began 
at the first bass note on the keyboard and wended his 
digital way up toward the treble, one note at a time, de- 
pressing each key slowly. 

A canny analysis, Queen,” he said as he sounded one 
note after another. “ Gave me a positive inspiration . 
Suppose I were Kjosac. I want to hide something — ^small, 
let us say, flat. I have only a limited time and a limited 
knowledge of the premises. What shall I do ^ Where 
shall — He stopped for a moment ; the note he had struck 
was off-key. He pressed it several times, but when it was 
apparent that the note was merely out of tune, he continued 
his ascending exploration “ Krosac wants a place which 
won’t be discovered until he’s ready — ^won’t be discovered 
even by accident; He looks -about — ^and there’s the piano 
Now mark this * Brad is dead ; this is Brad’s room. Cer- 
tainly, he reasons, no one is going to play a piano in the 

^ Mr Queen refers here to the investigation which he ^ter embodied 
between the covers of The Roman Hat Mystety (Victor Gollancz Ltd , 
*9«9)* — ^Editor’s Note ' 
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private study of a dead man— not for a long time, anyway. 
And so ...” 

“ A positive triumph of the intellect, Professor ’ ” cried' 
Ellery. “ I couldn’t have done hetter myself * ” 

And just as if the concert had been scheduled to begin 
at the immediate conclusion of this modest programme 
note, the Professor made his discovery. The even ripple of 
the scale had been interrupted ; he had come to^ a key 
which stubbornly refused to be depressed. 

" Eureka,” said Yardley, with an expression of utter dis- 
belief on his ugly face. He looked like a man who has been 
taught a trick of legerdemain and is astonished to find at his 
first attempt that the trick was successful. 

They crowded aroimd now, Megara as eager as the rest,- 
The note refused to descend more than a quarter of an 
inch, despite all of the Professor’s efforts. And suddenly it 
stuck completely, refusing even to rise again. 

^Ellery said sharply : “ Just a sec,” and took out of his 
pocket the little kit he always carried, in defiance oPhis 
father’s derision. He selected a longish needle from this kit 
and began to probe the crevices between the stubborn key 
and the note on either side. A moment’s work, and between 
tivo of the ivory slabs the tiny edge of a wad of paper 
appeared. 

They all straightened up, sighing. Ellery gently worked 
the wad out. In silence they surrounded him and backed 
into the library. The paper had been flattened and crushed 
Ellery unfolded it with care and spread it out on the 
table 


Megara’s face was inscrutable As for the others, not one 
of them/ including Ellery himself, could have prophesied 
the extraordinary message conveyed by thqheavily scrawled 
writing on the sheet. 


To THE Police : 

If I am murdered — and I have good reason to believe that an 
attempt will be made on my life — ^investigate immediately the 
murder of the Arroyo (W. Va ) schoolmaster, Andrew Van, who 
was found crucified and beheaded last Camstmas Day. . 
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, -^At the same time notify Stephen Megara, wherever he may 
'be, <to return post-haste to Bfadwood 

* Tell him not to believe that Andrew Van is dead Only Stephen 
■ Megara will know where to find him. 

Please, if you” value the lives of innocent people, keep this 
absolutely confidential Do not make any move until Megara 
advises what to do. Van as well as Megara will need every 
protection.' 

. ^ This IS so important that I must repeat my admonition to let 
' Megara lead the way. You are dealmg with a monomaniac who 
will stop at nothing. 

'1 The note was signed — was unmistakably genmne, as 
an immediate comparison with other samples of the man’s 
handwriting in the secretary proved — Thomas Brad. 


15: LAZARUS 

> 

Stephen Megara’s face was a study m boiling ex- 
pression. The metamorphosis in this vital, self-possessed man 
Was starding The pressure of the unknown had finally torn 
the mask of will from his face. His eyes glittered with an 
icy > unrest. He looked rapidly about -the room — ^at die 
windows, as if he anticipated the phenomenon of a phan- 
tasmal^elja Krosac leaping in at him ; at the door, where 
the detective leaned indifferently. He took a squat auto- 
matic from liis hip-pocket and examined its mechanism 
with hghtning fingers. Then he shook himself and strode 
to the door, closing it in die detective’s face, ^e went to the 
^windows, and with hard eyes looked out He stood there 
> quietiy for a moment, uttered a short laugh, and slipped the 
automatic into his coat pocket 
- Isham growled . “ Mr. Megara ” 

The yachtsman turned sivifdy, his face set “ Tom was a 
weakling,” he said curdy. “ He won’t get me — ^that way.” 

^ “ \^^e^e is Van ? How is it he’s alive ? What does this 

oote‘ mean ? Why ? ” 
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**Just a minute,” drawled Ellery. “Not too f^t, Mr.\ 
Isham. We’ve much to chew upon before we’re served 
another portion. . . . It’s apparent now that Brad placed . 
this note in an immediately accessible place — ^tfae secretary 
or the drawer of the round table — ^intending it to be found ^ ■ 
at once if he were murdered. But he didn’t reckon with the 
thoroughness of Krosac, who gams more of my admiratibn 
with each passing incident of the investigation. 

“ Murdering Brad, Krosac didn’t neglect to search the - 
room afterward Perhaps he had a presentiment thafkuch 
a note, or warning, existed At miy rate, he found the note 
and, since he saw that it was m no way dangerous to 

himself ” , ■ 

“ How do you figure that ? ” demanded Vaughn. “ It _ 
seems to me like the last thing any murderer would do- 
leave his victim’s note to be found ! ” - 

“ It doesn’t require gigantic ratiocination. Inspector,” 
said Ellery dryly, “ to understand this amazing man’s 
motive for an apparently foohsh act. Had Krosac con- - 
sidered the note dangerous to his safety, certainly he would 
have d«troyed it. Or at the very least, taken it away with 
him. But not only didn’t he destroy it, he actually — ^in the 
face of all seeming reason, as you point out — ^left it on the 
scene of the crime, falling in "with his victim’s last wishes.” 

“ Why ^ ” asked Isham. • ' ■ ^ 

“ Why ? ” Ellery’s thin nostrils oscillated fiercely; “ Be- 
cause he considered the findmg of the note by the police, 
farfirom perilous to his safety, actually advantageous to -him- 
self ! Ah, but here we put our fingers on the crux of the 
situation. What does the note say ? ” Megara’s shoulders 
tNvitched suddenly, and a sinister determination took 
possession of his vital features. “ The note says that Andrew ^ 
Van IS still alive, and that only Stephen Megara will know where to 
find him ! ” 

Professor Yardley’s eyes widened. “ Devilishly clever. He 
doesn’t know where Van is • ” - 

“ That’s it exactly. Krosac, it’s a certainty now, somehow 
killed the wrong man in Arroyo. He thought he had murdered 
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Andrew Van; Thomas Brad was next on his list, and when 
> he had found' and killed Brad ,he discovered this note. It 
^ ■‘told him thafVan was still ahve. But if he had motive to 
„ ^ seek the hfe of Van six months ago, he surely has motive — 
and desire — ^stiU. If Van is ahve — and brushing aside the 
' petty consideration of the poor devil Krosac killed by mis- 
take,-’ Ellery interpolated grimly, “ Van must be sought 
but once more and exterminated. But where was Van^ 
That he disappeared — took to his heels on learmng that 
:• Krosac was after him and had actually killed another man 
- .through some error — ^was self-evident.” 

’ , Ellery brandished his forefinger. “ Now consider the 
problem our brilliant Krosac faces. The note does not say 
where,Van is. It says that only one man, Megara, knows 
where Van is . . .” 

“ Hold on,” said Isham “ I see what you’re driving at. 

But why the dickens didn’t ICrosac just destroy the note and 
! . wait for Megara to return ^ Then Megara would reveal 
, ,.to us where Van is, and Krosac, as I suppose you’re 
going to say, would in some way learn from us where Van 
-IS, too.” V 

. “ An excellent question, on the surface. Actually, un- 
iiec^sary.” Ellery hghted a cigarette with slighdy trembling 
fingers." “ Don’t you see that if no note were left and 
Megara returned, Megara would have no reason to doubt 
Van’s death ! Would you, Mr. Megara ^ ” *5^ 

“ I would. But Krosac couldn’t know that The 
' austerity of Megara’s character, the iron will of the^man, 
dominated even the pitch of his voice 
-Ellery was taken aback. “ I don’t see . . . Krosac wouldn’t 
know^ At least that proves my point. By leaving the note ^ , 
- ;ficre to he found by the police — at once, I mean, with 
police knowing immediately on discovering the body that 
, thedibrary was the scene of the crime — ^the pohee would 
^ ^ institute an immediate search for Van But Krosac himself 
, _ wants to look for Van, and a contemporaneous police 
search would hinder his own investigation — ^naturally ' By 
:delaytng the discovery of the note, Krosac accomplishes two 


r. 
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ends : One, in the interval between the murder of Brad and 
!Nfr. Megara’s arrival, he can himself search for Van unham- 
pered by the police ; who, not yet having found the note,"' 
would know nothing of Van’s being still ^alive. Two, if 
Krosac in that interval doesn’t succeed m finding Van, he 
has lost nothing ; for when Mr. Megara arrived on the 
scene, he would identify the pipe, the pipe would uncover a 
new investigation — ^as it did — ^leading ultimately to the 
discovery of the library as the real scene of the crime, the 
library would be thoroughly combed, the note then found, 
Megara would learn that Van was not dead, would disclose 
Van’s whereabouts to the police . . . and Krosac has merely 
to follow us in order to discover exactly where Van is 
hiding ! ” 

M^ara muttered savagely : “ Maybe it’s all over 

already ! ” , - - 

Ellery wheeled. “ You mean you think that Krosac in the 
interim did find Van ? ” 

Megara spread his hands and shrugged — a Continental 
gesture, incongruous in this virile, American-lodking man. 
" It’s possible. With that devil, anything is possible.” 

“ Listen,” snapped the Inspector. " We’re wasting 
valuable time gassing when we might be gettmg real in- 
formation, Just a minute, Mr. Queen ; this isn’t a kaffec 

klatch ; you’ve had the floor long enough, Spill it, Mr. 

Megara. "What the devil is the connection between Van, 
your partner Brad, and yourself? ” 

The yachtsman hesitated. “ We are — were In- 

stinctively his hand darted into the pocket which bulged. 

“ Well ? ” cried the District Attorney. 

** Brothers.” 


Brothers ! ” . 

Ellery’s eyes were fixed on the tall man’s Hps Isham said 
■with excitement : “ Then you were right, Mr. Queen ! 
Those aren’t their real names Can t be Brad, Mcffara, or 
Van. “What are ” 
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^ down abraptly. “ No. None of those When 

I tell 'you His eyes clouded ; he looked at something 

^ beyond the confines of the library. 

“ What is it? ’’ asked the Ihspedlor slowly. 

“ When I tell you, you’ll understand what to this mo- 
ment hqs probably been a deep mystery to you. The instant 
you told me about the T’s — that crazy business of the T’s — 
the headless bodies and rigid arrangement of the arms and 
legs, the T’s in blood on the door and the summer-house 
floor, the cross-roads, the totem-pole ” 

“ Don’t tell me,” said Ellery harshly, “ that' joMr real 
name begins with Tf ” 

. Megara nodded as if his head weighed a ton. “ Yes,” he 
said in a low voice. “ Our name is Tvar T-v-a-r. . . . The T 
you see.” 

They were silent" for a moment. Then the Professor 
remarked • “You were right. Queen, as usual A literal 
significance, 'nothing more. Merely a T — ^no cross, ^ no 
Egyptology, no garbled religious implication. . . Strange. 
Incredible, really.” 

A sh^de of disappointment tinged Ellery’s face , he 
,watphed Megara ivith unwavering eyes. 

, “ I don’t beheve it,” asserted Vaughn out of a vast dis- 
gust. “ I’ve never heard of such a thing.” 

’ “ Carvmg a'man into the imtial of his name • ” muttered 
Isham. “ Why,' we’d be the laughing-stock of the East, 
Vaughn, if we let this out.” 

Megara leaped to his feet, his whole body elastic with 
rage You don’t know Central Europe ! ” he snarled. 
“You fools, he’s flinging those T’s — ^the symbol of our 
hated name — ^in our faces * The man’s insane, I tell you 
It’s so damned clear. ...” His rage went out of hun, and he 
sank back into the chair. “ Hard to believe,” he murmured. 
“ Yes, but not what’s troublmg you. It’s h^d to believe that 
■Jhe’s been hunting us all these years. Like a movie. But that 

he’d mutilate the "bodies ” His voice hardened again. 

“ Andreja knew ' ” 

- “_Tvar,” said Ellery quietly. “A triple ahas for years. 
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Obviously for grave reasons. And Central Europe. ; 

I imagine it’s vengeance, Mr. Megara.” 

Megara nodded ; his voice was becoming weary. “ Yes, 
that’s so. But how did "be find us ? I can’t understand it. 
When .^dreja, Tomislav and I agreed— God, how many _ 
years ago I — ^to disguise our identities, we agreed also that - 
no one — ^no one, you imderstand — must learn our old 
family name. It was to be a secret, and the secret’s been 
kept, I’d swear. Not even Tom’s wife — Margaret — or her 
daughter Helene knows that our name is Tvar.” 

“You mean,” demanded Ellery, “that Krosac is, the , 
only person who knows ? ” 

“ Yes. That’s why I can’t imagine' how even he got on 
our track. The names we selected. ...” 

** Gome on,” growled Vaughn. “ Get going. I want v 
information. First — who in hell tf this Kxosac ? What’s he 

got against you people ? Second 

“ Don’t go off half-cocked, Vaughn,” said Ishani ini- " 
tably. “ I want to digest this T business for a minute. I don’t , 
altogether understand. Why should'he pick on the initial of - 
their name ? ” 

“ To signify,” replied Megara in a cavernous voice, ** that 
the Tvars are doomed. Silly, isn’t it ? ” His barking laugh 
grated on their ears. 

“ Would you recognise Krosac if you saw Htiti ? ” asked 
Ellery thoughtfully. 

The yachtsman compressed his lips. “ That’s the damn- 
able part of it ! None of us saw Krosac for twenty years, and 
at that_time he was so yoimg that identification or recogni- 
tion' to-day would be impossible. He may be anybody^ 
We’re up against a man— who’s damned near invisible ! ’’ 

“ He has a limp in his left leg, of course ? ” 

“ He limped shghtly as a child.” 

“ Not necessarily permanent,” murmured Professor 
Yardley. “ It may be a dodge. Thie deliberate a sum ption 
of a lost physical deficiency to confuse his trail. It would be- ' 
consistent with Krosac’s diabolical cleverness.” 

Vaughn suddenly strode forward and drew his lips back 
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from his teeth. " Tou may -want to gab here all day, but I’m 
going to get behind this i Look here, Mr. Megara — or 
Tvar, or whatever your- name is — ^why doesn’t Krosac lie 
-down and be a good boy ? What the devil does he want to 
Idll you people for ? What’s the story ? ” 

“ That can wait,” said Ellery sharply. There’s one 
thing more important than anything else at the moment — 
Mr. Tvar, this note left by your brother says you know 
where to reach Van. How can you know ? You’ve been out 
of communication with the world for a year, and the 
Arroyo murder took place only six months ago — ^last 
Christmas.” 

“ Prepared, all prepared,” muttered Megara. “ For a 
long time, for years ... I said before that I would have 
known without the note that Andreja was still alive The 
reason was — something you told me in your recital of the 
Arroyo facts ” They stared at him. “ You see,” he con- 
tinued gloomily, ** when you mentioned the names of the 
two men who discovered the body at the cross-roads. . . .” 

Ellery’s eyes narrowed. ** Well ? ” 

Megara again searched the room with his eyes, as if to 
'■'make sure -that the., evanescent Krosac could not hear. “ I 
knew. For if Old Pete — the hiUman you mentioned — ^was 
alive, then Andreja Tvar, my brother, was also ahve.” 

I’m afraid I ” began the District Attorney blankly. 

** Oh, perfect 1 ” cried Ellery, turning to Professor Yard- 
ley. ** Don’t you see ? Andrew Van is Old Pete ! ” 

^ **••••••• 

Before the others could recover from their astonishment, 
Megara nodded and contmued. ** That’s it. He assumed 
the alternate personality of the hillman years ago m prepar- 
ation for just such an eventuality as this. He’s probably in 
the West Virgima now — if Krosac hasn’t already found 
lum — hiding away in fear of his life, hoping against hope 
that Krosac hasn’t discovered his mistake. Krosac hasn t 
seen any of us either for twenty years, remember. At least, 

I don’t believe he has.” 
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“ And that’s how Krosac made a mistake in his original 
murder/’ said Ellery. “ Not having seen his victim for so 
many yeais, it was easy to fall into the error.” 

“ You mean Kling ? ” asked Isham thoughtfully. 

“ Who else ? ” Ellery smiled. “ You want action, In- 
spector ? It looks as if we’re going to get some.” He rubbed 
his hands bnskly. “ Because one thing is sure. We must 
forestall Krosac and fool him. I don’t beheve Krosac has 
found Aoidreja yet. The Old Pete get-up was perfect ; I sat 
m that court-room in Weirton and never once suspected diat 
anything might be out of character with the man. We must 
get to your brother at once, Mr. Megara, but so secretly 
that Krosac — ^whoever he is, no matter in what identity he 
may be masqueradmg — ^will still be ignorant of the hillman 
disguise.” 

“ Suits me,” said Vaughn, with a surly grin. 

Megara rose; his eyes had become narrow slits of enamel. 
“ I‘ll do anything you say, gentlemen — ^for Andreja. As for^ 
me,” he. patted his gun pocket ominously, “ if that devil 
Krosac is looking for trouble, he’ll find it. A cartridgeful.” 


16: THE ENVOYS ' 

Nothing Mrs Brad — or her daughter — was able to 
say could persuade Stephen Megara to remain on terra Jirma 
that night. He spent the rest of the day quietly enough, his 
old commanding self, with the Brads and Lincoln but 
when evening fell, he began to stir restlessly, and by night- 
fall was on his way to the anchored yacht off-shore. Its riding 
lights pricked the blackness of Oyster Island sharply. Mis. 
Brad, to whom the return of her husband’s ** partner ” was 
a comfort and a reassurance, had followed the yachtsman 
down the path to the landing in the dark, pleading with him 
to remain 

" No,” he said, “ I sleep on the Helene to-night, Margaret. 
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I’ve lived on it so long it’s really iny home. . Nice of you 

to 'want me. But Lincoln’s with you, and ” his tone was 

ugly — “ my being there won’t make the house any safer 
for /ou. Good night, Margaret, and don’t worry.” 

_ .The two detectives who accompamed them to the Cove 
stared curiously. Mrs. Brad lifted a tearful face to the 
sky, and retraced her steps. It 'was remarkable how little 
the ^tragedy had affected her nerves ; she passed the silent 
totem-post, with its broodmg wooden eagle, almost mdif- 
ferently. . ' 

It had been quickly agreed by the conspirators that the 
story of the Tvar brothers was to be kept a secret from 
everyone. 

Stephen - Megara, under the questioning glances of 
Captain Swift and the steward, slept under guard that 
night. Detectives patrolled the decks. Megara locked his 
cabin-door, and the man on duty outside heard the gurgle 
of hqiiid and the steady chink of glasses for two hours Then 
the light snapped off- Despite his assurance, Megaia 
seemed to welcome the bolster of hquid courage But he 
slept quietly enough, for the detective heard no sound all 
mght 

• ••••••• 

' The next morning, Saturday, Bradwood stewed with 
activity. Very early two police cars — ^sedans — dashed 
^around the driveway and waited, panting, before the 
'Colonial house Inspector Vaughn, like conquering 
Caesar, descended and strode in the midst of his uniformed 
'^ard down the path toward the landing-dock At the dock 
the engine of a police launch broke into a roar. The 
Inspector, very gnm and red of face, jumped into the 
launch and was piloted toward the yacht 

The proceedings were conducted with frankness ; there 
was no attempt at concealment. On Oyster Island several 
tiny figures could be 'descried before the greenery, craning 
at the progress of the launch. Dr. Temple, pipe in mouth, 
stood on his boat-landing and watched. The Lynns, under 
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the pretext of roivdng about the 'ivaters of the Covcj were 
ail eyes. 

The Inspector disappeared up the HeUne^s ladder. 

Five minutes later he reappeared, accompanied by 
Stephen Megara, who was dressed in a business suit. 
Megara*s face vfzs drawn, and he reeked alcohol ; he said 
nothing to his sailing-master, but followed Vaughn do\yn 
the ladder with surprisingly steady steps. They dropped into 
the launch, which at once put back for shore. 

On the Bradwood dock they conversed for a moment in 
low tones i the guard waited. Then the uniforms closed in, 
and the two men strode up the path toward the house com- 
pletely surrounded by police. It was almost a parade. 

Before the house a plain-dothes man saw them coming, 
leaped from the toimeau of the first police car, saluted, and 
stood w'aiting. Veiy^ quiddy Vaughn and Megara got into 
the first car. The second filled with police. And then the two 
cars, klaxons raucously dealing the road, shot arpund the 
drive and into the highway which ran past Bradwood. ' 

At the gate, four coimty troopers on motor-cydes jumped 
to life. Two preceded the first car ; two flanked it J the 
pohee car made up the rear. ... It ivas an amazing thing, 
but with the departure of the two cars not a smgle trooper, 
policeman, or detective remained on the grounds of Brad- 
wood, or anywhere in the immediate vicinity. 

The cavalcade thundered out on the main highway, 
siveeping ail traflSc aade, prodaiming in gassy roars its 
intention to reach New York City. . . . 

Back at Bradwood the departure of the Inspector ' and 
Megara left everything still and peaceful. The Lynns 
paddled home. Dr. Temple strolled off, smoking, into the 
woods. The figures on the shore of Oyster Island disap- 
peared. Old man Ketcham rowed out into the Cove in ..a 
decrepit old dinghy, bound for' the mainland. Jonah 
Lincoln quietly batied one of the Brad cars out of the 
garage, and headed it down the drive. 

Professor Yardley’s hotise, set well back from the road, 
ytBs Ixfeiess, from all outis'ard appearances. 
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But that Vaughn had not taken leave of his senses would 
have been apparent to anyone who investigated the ends 
of the highway which separated Bradwood from Yardley’s 
jestate. ; . . For at each terminal of the road — two junctions, 
cither of which any automobile or pedestrian must pass in 
order to leave Bradwood by a land route — a powerful car 
full of detectives was unobt^ively parked. 

And in the Soimd, behind Oyster Island and so invisible 
from the mainland, a large launch drifted, motor idling, 
while men sat on the deck fishing . . . keeping a sharp look- 
out nevertheless for the two horns of Ketcham’s Gove, past 
one of which any craft must come if it attempted to leave the 
vicinity of Bradwood by water. 


17': THE OLD MAN OF THE 
MOUNTAIN 

1 HERE was good reason for the facf that Professor 
Yardley’s house showed no evidence of life Saturday morn- 
ing. The Professor was under orders, like any officer , as was 
his .old Negress, Nanny. To have exhibited himself openly 
while Inspector Vaughn and Stephen Megara were makmg 
their noisy departure might have been indiscreet. It was 
known that the Professor entertained a guest — ^Mr. Ellery 
Queen, speaal investigator, of New York City If the 
Professor, had strolled about alone, it might have raised 
suspiaons in the mind of whoever deemed it necessary to be 
on the alert. And imfortunately the Professor could not 
appear with his guest. His guest was gone. His guest, to be 
exact, at the moment when Megara chmbed into the 
police car, was hundreds of miles from Long Island. 

It had been a canny plot. Late Friday mght, in the 
darkness enshrouding Bradwood, Ellery had quietly shppcd 
out of Yardley’s grounds in his Duesenberg Until he 
reached the mam highway he manoeuvred the car like a 
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ghost. Then he plunged forward toward Mineol^^. There 
he picked up District Attorney Isham arid darted toward' 
New York. 

At four o’clock Saturday morning the old Duesenberg 
was in the capital of Pennsylvania. Harrisbiurg was asleep ; 
both men were tired and without conversation they checked 
in at the Senate Hotel and went to their rooms. Ellery had 
left a call for nine. They dropped mto their beds like clubbed* 
men. 

Nine-thirty Saturday morning found them miles from 
Harrisburg, bound for Pittsburgh. They did not stop for 
luncheon. The radng-car was coated with dust, and both . 

, Ellery and Isham showed the strain of the tedious grind. 

. .. . The Duesenberg for aU its years responded nobly. Twice 
they were chased by motor-cycle policemen when Ellery 
was sendmg the old engine along at seventy miles an hour. 
Isham produced his credentials, and they went on, ... At 
three o’clock in the afternoon they were crawling through 
Pittsburgh. 

Isham growled : ** The hell with this. He’ll keep. I don’t 
know how you do it, but I’m starving. Let’s have some- 
thing to eat.” 

They wasted precious time while the District Attorney 
filled his stomach. Ellery was strangely excited ; he toyed 
with his food ; although his free ^vas marked with hues of 
fatigue, his eyes were fresh, and they sparkled at unex- 
pressed thoughts. ^ 

At a few minutes to five, the Duesenberg was parked 
before the frame building which housed the majestic lathers' 
of Arroyo’s municipal destiny. 

Their joints creaked as they descended. Isham stretched 
his arms hugely, obhvious of the curious eyes of a lat old 
German — Ellery recognised him as the worthy 'Bernhcim, 
Arroyo’s storekeeper — ^and the blue denim-clad country- 
man who seemed perpetually to be sweeping the sidewalk 
before the Municipal Hall. Isham yawned • “ Well, might ' 
as well get it over with right away Where’s this country 
constabulc, Mr. Queen ? ” ' 
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Ellery led the way into the rear of the building, where 
the Constable’s office lay., He knocked at the door and a 
fusty bass voice said : “ Gome in, durn ye * ” 

liiey went in. Constable Luden'sat there large and 
sweaty as life, just as if he had not moved in the six months 
that had elapsed since Ellery’s last visit to Arroyo. His buck 
feeth stuck out of his fat red face as he gaped. 

' I’ll be the son of a so-an’-so,” Luden exclaimed, crash- 
ing his big feet to the floor, “ ef it ain’t Mr. Queen ' Come 
in, come iii. Still chasin’ th’ feller* that bumped our school- 
teacher off? ” 

“ Still on the scent. Constable,” smiled Ellery. “ Meet 
a fellow-preserver of the law. This is District Attorney 
Isham of Nassau County, New York. Constable Luden — 
Mr. Isham ” 

Isham grunted and did not offer to shake hands. The 
Constable grinned. Town’s seen some mighty big mucks 
in th’ last year. Mister, so don’t .act so stuck-up.” Isham 
gasped. “ Y’heard me. . . . What’s on y’r mind, Mr. 
Queen ? ” 

Ellery said hastily : ** May we sit down ? We’ve been 
driving for a few hundred centuries.” 

“ Set ” ‘ ' 

They sat Ellery said : “ Constable, have you seen that 
daffy hillman ofyours. Old Pete, recentiy ? ” 

" Ol’ Pete ? Now, that’s queer,” said Luden, with a 
shrewd glance at Isham. Ain’t seen th’ old nut fer weeks. 
Don’t of-ten come to. town, Ol’ Pete, I mean, don’t , but 
this time — dumed ef I seen him fer two months • Musta 
stacked up on vitdes a-plenty last time he come down from 
the mount’n ; y’might ask Bemheim.” 

' ' Do you know where his hut is located ? ” demanded 
Isham . ’ - , 

” Reckon I do. . . . What’s all th’ shootin’ fer far’s Ol’ 
Pete’s concerned ? Ain’t goin’ t’arrest ’im, now, arc ye ? 
Harmless ol’ loonatic. . Not,” added the Constable hastily 
as Isham frowned, “ that it’s any o’ my affair. . . . Never 
been up to Ol’ Pete’s shack — ^few folks round about have. 
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Cave country up there — oP fellers, thousan’s o’ years old 
— ^an’ folks is jest a mite scary. Ol’ Pete’s shack-is some’res - 
in th’ hiDs in a mighty lonely spot. Y’couldn’t find it y’rself.” 

“ Will you guide us, Constable ? ” asked Ellery. 

Sure thin g ! Reckon I c’n find ’er.” Luden stood up 
and, like a fat old mastiflf, shook himself. “ Y’don’t want 
word to git round, now, do ye ? ” he said casually. - 

“ No ! ” said Isham. “ Don’t even tell your wife.” 

The Constable grunted. **No fear o’ that. I ain’t got 
no ^vlfe, praise be. . . . C’mon.” 

He conducted them not to the firont of the building, 
where the car was parked on Arroyo’s main street, but 
out through a back door to a side street which was deserted. 
Luden and Isham ^vaited, and EUery circled the Municipal 
Hall quickly and jumped into the Duesenberg. Two rmnutes 
later the car was m the side street, and the three men de-, 
parted in a doud of choking dust, Luden clinging to the 
running-board. 

Constable Luden directed them by devious ways to a 
dirt road which seemed to plunge into the heart of the 
nearby hills. " Dif’rent road,” he explained. " You park 
’er here, an’ we’ll walk on up.” 

Walk ? ” said Isham doubtfully, eyeing the steep 
ascent. 

“ Well,” drawled Luden in a cheerful voice ; “ I c’d 
carry ye, Mr, Isham ” 

They left the car in a clump of bushes. The District 
Attorney looked about, then stooped over the side of the 
Duesenberg and picked somethmg up from the floor. It was 
a bulky ivrapped bundle. Luden looked at it with frank 
curiosity, but neither man vouchsafed an- explanation. 

The Constable lowered his big head and, plodding 
^through a thicket, searched — with the air of a man who 
does not greatly care whether he finds or not — ^until he 
pointed out a faint footpath. EDery and Isham toiled be- 
hind in silence. It was a steadily ascending journey through 
wild, almost virgm, forest ; the trees were so massed that 
the sky %vas invisible. The air was sultry, and all three men 
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were soaked with perspiration before they had climbed fifty 
feet. Isham began to grumble. 

Fifteen minutes of back-breaking ascent, with the woods 
- growing denser and the path famter ; and the Constable 
suddenly halted. 

“ Matt Hollis,’ he once toP me ’bout it,” he whispered, 
, pointing. “ Crickets ! There she is ” 

' They crept closer, Luden leading the way cautiously. 
And there^ as the good Constable had said, she was. . . . 
In a httle clearing, under a massive outcrop of mountam- 
side, nestled a rude shack. The forest had been hacked 
away for thirty feet to the sides and at the front of the hut 
it was protected at the rear by the jutting granite And — 
Ellery stared — the entire space of thirty feet, at sides and 
front, was guarded by a high, tangled, rusty, and dangerous- 
. looking barbed;wire fence 

“Will you look at that ! ” whispered Isham. “ Not even 
a gate ' ” 

. There was no opening anywhere m the barbed-wire 
fence. The shack inside lay cold and grim — ^almost a for- 
tress. Even the streamer of smoke that drifted away from 
the chimney-hole was forbidding. 

-■ “ Cripes,” muttered Luden. “ Whut’s he gone an* forty- 

, fied himself this way for ^ Daffy, jest hke I told ye ” 

" - “ A nasty place to stumble on m the dark,” murmured 
Ellery, “ Constable, District Attorney Isham and I have 
a most irregular request to make of you.” 

_Constable Luden, perhaps envigioning his last encounter 
' with Ellery’s largess, looked interested at once. “ Now, as 
t’that,” he rumbled, “ I’m one feller that imnds ’is oivn 
' bus’ness. Got to, round hyah. Plenty o’ moonshinin’ goin’ 

\ “on up m th’ hills round about, but y’d not see me stickin’ 
my two cents in. Nossir — ^whut is it ? ” 

“ Forget this entire incident,” snapped Isham. “ We 
never came 'here, understand ^ You are not to report it to 
other authorities of Arroyo or Hancock County. You know 
nothing about Old Pete.” 

Constable Luden’s huge hand olosed over something 
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which EUer)'^ had produced from his wallet. “ Mr. Isham,” 
he said earnestly, “ I’m deef, dumb, an’ blmd. ... Find 
yer way do\%Ti all right ^ ^ 

' “Yes” 

“ Then good luck to ye — ^an’ thanks a lot, Qufeen.” - 
The very model of disinterest, Luden turned and stole 
away through the woods. He did not once look back. . 

Isham and Ellery regarded each other briefly j then each 
threw back his shoulders and stepped out before the barbed- 
wire fence. 

•••••••* 

They had no sooner set foot on the ground before the 
fence — in fact, Isham was in the act of raising the bundle 
he carried over the top of the highest strand of wire — when 
a harsh cracked voice from the interior of the shack cried 
out : “ Halt ! Git back ! ” 

They halted, very abinptly j the bundle dropped to the 
ground. For from the single window of the hut, also pro- 
tected, they noted, by a curtain of barbed-wire, the' muzzle 
of a shotgun had appeared and was trained directly upon 
them. There was no wavering of the ugly weapon ; it ‘ ' 
meant business, and it was ready to speak for itself 

Ellery gulped, and ^e District Attorney became rooted 
to his patch of earth. “ That’s Old Pete,” whispered Ellery. 

" Consistent voice-maker, at any rate 1 ” He raised lus 
head and bellowed : “Just a minute ! Take your finger 
off that trigger. We’re Ihends.” 

Silence, while they were scrutinised with slow care by 
the owner'of the shotgun They stood very still. 

Then the harsh voice assailed their ears again : “ Don’t 
believe you ! Git out. I’ll shoot if you don’t make tracks 
in five seconds ” 

Isham cried : “ We’re the law, you fool ! We’ve a letter 
to you from — ^Megara Get a move on ! For yomr sake we 
don’t want to be seen here.” 

The muzzle did not move ; but the bushy head of the 
old hillman appeared dimly behind the curtain of wire. 
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and a pair of Tariglit 'eyes regarded Aem with suspicion. 
They could sense the man’s indecision. 

The 'head disappeared, and so did the shotgun An in- 
stant later the heavy n^-studded door creaked inward and 
Old. Pete himself ^ stood there — grey-bearded, dishevelled, 
clad in rags. The shotgun was lowered, but its muzzje 
covered them. 

** Chmb that fence, men. No other way in.” The voice 
was the same, but a new note had crept in. 

They looked at the fence with dismay Then Ellery 
sighed and very delicately raised one leg and rested it on 
the lowest strand of wire. He tried gingerly to find a safe 
hahdhold. . 

“ Come on,” said Old Pete impatiently. “ And no tricks, 
either .of you.” 

Isham fished about the ground for a stick ; he found one, 
propped it between the two -lowest strands, and Ellery 
crawled through, not without ripping the shoulder of his 
suit, however. The District Attorney followed clumsily ; 
neither said a' word, and the shotgun never shifted from 
their bodies. ^ 

Quickly they ran toward the man, and he retreated into 
his hut. Isham swung the heavy door to when they were 
inside, and dropped Ae bolt into place It was the crudest 
of habitations, but a carefiil hand had fitted it out. The 
floor was stone, well swept, arid strewn with mats. There, 
was a full larder in one comer, and to the side of the fire- 
place a neat pile of firewood A basm-hke arrangement at 
the rear wall, opposite the single door, was obviously the 
hillman’s lavatory ; above it hung a shelf stocked with 
medicinal supplies. Above the basin there was a small 
hand-pump ; the well was apparently beneath the house. 

" “ The letter,” said Old Pete hoarsely. 

Isham produced a note. The hillman did not lower his 
weapon ; he read the note in snatches, his eyes 'never off 
' his guests for more than an instant. As he read, however, - 
his demeanpur changed The beard was still tlierc, and the 
rags, arid all the superfiaal garments of Old Pete ; but the 
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man himself was different. He propped the shotgun slowly 
against the table and sat down, fingering the note. 

“Then Tomislav is dead,” he said. The voice struck 
them with a sense of shock. It was not pitched in Old 
Pete’s cracked tones ; it was low and cultured, the voice 
of an educated man in the prime of life. 

“ Yes, murdered,” replied Isham. “ He left a message— 
would you care to read it ^ ” 

“ Please.” The man took Brad’s note firom Isham and 
read it rapidly and without emotion. He nodded. “ I 
see. . . . Well, gentlemen, here I am. Andrew Van— once 

Andreja Tvar. Still alive, while Tom, the stubborn fool 7” 

His bright eyes glazed, and rather precipitately he rose 
and went to the iron basm. Ellery and Isham looked' at 
each other, A queer one, this fellow ! Van ripped off the 
bushy beard, removed the thatch of white wig from his- 
head. And he washed and_wiped the gum firom his face. 

. . . When he turned back he was a vastly different figure-^ 
from the one which had challenged them firom the win- 
dow. Tall, erect, with close-cropped dark hair, and the 
keen face of an ascetic, drawn with hardship. The rags 
hung firom his strong body, thought Ellery, “ above the 
pitch, out of tune, and off the hinges,” in the phrase of 
Rabelais. 

“ I’m sorry I can’t offer you chairs, gentlemen. You’re 
District Attorney Isham, I take it, and you ... I believe 
I sa%v you, Mr. Queen, sitting in the first row in the Weir- 
ton court-house on the day of the inquest.” 

“ Yes,” said Ellery. 

The man %vas remarkable. An eccentric, certainly; Hav- 
ing apologised for his one chair, he proceeded to seat him- 
self in it, leaving his tivo visitors standing. “ My hideaway. 
A pleasant place ? ” His tone wSs bitter. “ I suppose it was 
Krosac ^ ” 

“ So it seems,” said Isham in a low voice Both he and 
Ellery were struck by the man’s resemblance to Stephen 
Mcgara ; there was a strong family likeness. “ Stephen 
writes that he Van shivered — “ he used the T’s ” ' 
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' ‘‘ Yes. Head cut off. Quite horrible. So you’re Andrew 
Tvar ! ” ' 

The schoolmaster smiled wanl^. “ In the old country it 
was Andreja, and my brothers were Stefan and Tomislav, 
When we came here, hoping to-^ — ” He shrugged, and ' 
then sat up stiffly, gripping the seat of the clumsy chair 
His eyes rolled like the eyes of a frightened horse toward 
the heavy door and the wired window. “ You’re sure,” he 
said harshly, “ you weren’t followed ? ” 

' Isham tried to look reassuring * “ Positive. We’ve taken 
every precaution, Mr. Tvar Your brother Stephen was 
escorted openly by Inspector Vaughn of the Nassau County 
police along one of the main Long Island highways, headed' 
Tor New York City.” The schoolmaster nodded slowly. 

^ ** If -anyone — ^Krosac, in whatever guise he may be — should 
follow, there were plenty of men spotted about to pick up 
his trail. Mr. Queen and I left secretly last mght ” 

Andreja Tvar gnawed at his thin upper hp. “ It’s come, 
It’s come. . . . It — ^I can’t tell you how appalling all this is. 
To see" a horrid spectre materialise after years of empty 
dread.' . '. . V^ou want my story ^ ” 

“ Under the circumstances,” said Ellery drily, “ don’t 
you think we’re entitled to it ? ” 

' “ Yes,” replied the schoolmaster heaydy. “ Stefan and I 
will need all possible assistance. . . . What has he told you ? ” 

“ Only that you and Brad and he were brothers,” said 

Isham. “ Now what we want to know ” 

Andrew Van rose, and his eyes hardened. " Not a word 
now ! I say nothing until I see Stefan.” 

His change of bearing and attitude was so sudden that 
they both stared at him. But why, man ^ ” cried Isham. 

“ We’ve travelled hundreds of miles to come here — 

Tlie man snatched the shotgun, and Isham took a back- 
ward step. “ I don’t say either of you is not exactly what 
you claim to be The note is in Stefans handwriting. 
The other is in Tom’s But these thmgs can be arranged 
I haven’t taken these precautions to be fooled at the last 
by -a clever trick. Where is Stefan now ? ” 
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“At Bradwood,” drawled Ellery “Don’t act like a 
child, man , drop that gun. As for not saying anything , 
until you see your brother — ^v'hy, !Mr. Megara anticipated 
that and we ve provided for it. You’re perfectly right tb be 
suspicious, and we’ll accede to any reasonable suggestion ; 
eh, Isham ^ ” 

*■ Yes,*’ growled the District Attorney. He picked up 
the bundle he had earned all the way up the mountain 
trad. “ That's the way we’ll do it, Mr. Tvar. AVhat do you 
say ^ ” 

The man looked uncertainly at the bundle' ; that he was 
tom between desire and indecision was evident from his - 
manner Finally he said : “ Open it.” 

Isham ripped the brown paper off The bundle contained' 
a Nassau County trooper’s uniform, complete to shoes and 
revolver, 

“ Can’t possibly arouse suspicion,” said Ellery,' “ Once 
we get to Bradwood you’re a trooper. There are fistfuls of 
them about the place A man in uniform is always just a 
uniform, Mr. Tvar.” 

The schoolmaster paced up and down his stone floor. ^ 
* Leave the shack . he muttered. “ I’ve been here safely 
for months I ” 

The revolver is loaded," said Isham drily, “ and there’s 
plenty of ammumdon in your belt. Wfliat can happen to 
you wdth a loaded weapon and an escort of two able-bodied , 
men ^ *’ 

He flushed. “ I suppose I seem a coward to you gentle- 
men . . . Very well. ^ 

He began to fling off his rags, he was dressed in clean 
and decent underwear beneath, they noted — another note 
of incongruity. He began, rather awk%vardly, to don the 
trooper’s umform. 

Fits,” remarked Ellery. “ Megara was right about the 

size. 

The schoolmaster said nothing. . . . When he was fully 
clothed, the revolver in its heavy leather holster at his side, 
he presented a fine figure — tali, powerful and, in a way. 
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’ iiandsome His hand strayed to the weapon and caressed it , 
and he seemed to gather strength from it 
‘‘ I*m ready,” he said, in a steady voice 
“ Good I ” Isham went to the door ; Ellery peeped out of 
the wired window. “ All clear, Mr Queen ^ ” 

It seems to be.” Isham unbolted the door, and they 
stepped out quickly. . . . The clearing was deserted ; the 
sun was setting, and the woods were already touched with 
the dimness of dusk. Ellery scrambled through the lower 
strands of the fence, Isham followed, and they both stood 
watching while their uniformed charge climbed — ^with a 
htheness Ellery envied — after them. 

The door — ^Andrew Tvar'had seen to that — was closed. 
Smoke still curled from the chimney. To anyone prowling 
' in the edge of the forest the shack would stUl seem tenanted 
and impregnable. 

The three men darteci for the woods, and it closed over 
their heads. They made their way very cautiously down 
the faint trail to the clump -of bushes where, like Old 
, 'Faithful, the’Duesenberg waited for them. They saw no 
one in the hills or on the road 


18: FOX TALKS 

‘ The q,uiet departure of Ellery and Isham on Fiiday 
night and their absence all day Saturday did not leave 
Bradwood eventless. The mysterious tnp of Inspector 
. Vaughn and Stephen Megara, watched, it seemed, by the 
entire community, was on everyone’s bps. Even Oyster 
Island felt its percussion j Hester Lincoln tramped all the 
tangled way through the woods between Harakht’s 
temple ” and the eastern tip of the Island to ask old man 

J Kctcham what had happened. 

• ' Until the return of Vaughn and' Megara, however, 
Bradwood lay sunning itself in peace Professor Yardley, 
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true to his promise, remained in the sanctuary of his bizarre- 
estate. ' - ' “ 

About noon— while Ellery and Isham were speeding 
through southern Pennsylvania between Harrisburg and 
Pittsburgh, bound for Arroyo — ^the impressive cavalcade 
returned to Bradwood. Preceded and flanked by motor- 
cycled troopers, with the rearguard of police, it swept into 
the drive and snorted to a stop. The sedan door opened 
and Inspector Vaughn jumped out. He was followed more 
slowly by Stephen Megara, ugly and silent, eyes roving 
with merciuial alertness. Megara was instantly surrounded 
by his guard, and proceeded around the house to the 
landing-dock on the Gove. His own launch was waiting for ^ 
him. Tagged by the pohce boat, he returned to the Helene 
and disappeared up the ladder. The police boat kept carding 
the yacht. 

On the porch of the Colonial house a detective, who had 
been amiably rocking himself, got to his feet and handeci 
the Inspector a bulky envelope. Vaughn, who was feeling 
particularly helpless this morning, snatched at it as if it , 
were a life-preserver. The helpless look vanished. His face 
became grim as he read it. 

“Just delivered about a half-hour ago by spedal mes- 
senger,” explained the detective. 

Helene Brad appeared in the doorway, and the Inspector, 
put the envelope very hastily into his pocket 

“ TOat’s going on here ? ” demanded Helene. “ Where 
is Stephen ? I think you owe us some explanation of all this 
mystery, Inspector I ” 

“ Mr. Megara’s nn his yacht,” replied Vaughn. “ No, 
Miss Brad, I owe you no explanation If you’ll excuse 
me ” 

“ I shan’t excuse you,” said Helene angrily ; her -eyes 
flashed. “ I think you people have been acting in a ' 
beastly 'manner. 'Where did you - and Stephen go^ this 
morning ? ” 

“ Sorry,” said Vaughn. “ Can’t tell you. Please, - 
Miss ” 
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“ But Stephen looks ill. You haven’t been putting bim 
through those nasty third degrees of yours ! ” 

Vaughn grinned. “ Oh, say now — that’s a lot of news- 
paper talk. Nothing like that. Looks sick, does he ? Guess 
he doesn’t feel well. He did say something about having 
severe pains in the groin.” 

Helene stamped her foot. “ Inhuman, all of you ! I shall 
ask Dr. Temple this very moment to go out to the yacht and 
have a look at him.” 

“ Go ahead and ask,” said the Inspector eagerly “ It’s 
all right with me.” And he sighed with relief when she 
marched off the porch and took the path which led past the 
totem-post. Vaughn clamped his jaws at once. “ Come 
along, Johnny. Got a job to do.” 

Accompanied by the detective, the Inspector descended 
from the porch and struck out on the western path through 
Ae woods. The little hut m which Fox, the gardener- 
chauffeur, was confined popped into view through the trees. 
A plain-clothes man loimged on the doorstep. 

' “ Qjiiet ? ” asked Vaughn. 

“ -Not a peep out of him.” 

Vaughn without ceremony pushed, open the door and 
went into the cabin, followed by his subordinate. Fox’s 
face, lean, grey, black-stubbled, eyes violet with shadows, 
turned to him at once with eagerness He had been pacing 
the floor like any restless prisoner in a cell. When he saw 
who his visitor was, however, his hps clamped shut and he 
resumed his paring 

I’m giving you one last chance,” said the Inspector 
abruptly. “ Will you talk ? ” 

Fox’s feet pounded with uninterrupted rhythm. 

“ Still won’t tell me what you went to see Patsy Malone 
for, hey ? ” 

No' answer. 

All right,”' said Vaughn, sitting down lazily. “ That’s 
your funeral — Pendleton.’* ‘ 

The man’s stride faltered for an instant, and then 
resumed. His face remained expressionless. ' 
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“ Good boy,” said Vaughn with sarcasm. ” Swell nerves; 
j4«(/guts. But it won’t getyou anywhere, Pendletonj Because 
we hnow all about you.” 

Fox muttered : “ I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.” 

” You’ve done time.” 

“ I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Did a stretch in stir and don’t know what doing. time 
means? All right, all nght,” said the Inspector with a 
smile ” But I’m telling you, Pendleton, you’re acting like 
a damned fool. I don’t hold it against you because you 
used iron bats for curtams. . . His smile disappeared. 
” I mean it, Pendleton. Denying it won’t do you any 
good. You’re in a jam — see ^ You’ve got a record, and-under 
the circumstances it’s best for you to come clean.” 

The man’s eyes were agonised. ** I’ve got nothing to 
explain.” 

" No ? All right, let’s talk about it. Suppose I bumped 
into a crook below the deadline m New York City. A 
jeweller’s safe had just been cracked. . . . Think my man 
wouldn’t have explaining to do ? Guess again.” 

The tall man stopped and leaned on his doubled hands ; 
his knuckles were white against the dark table. ” For 
God’s sake, Inspector,” he said, " give me a break ! All 
nght, I’m Pendleton. But I tell you I’m innocent in this 

case • I want to go straight ” 

” Hmm,” said the Inspector. “ That’s better. Now we 
know where we’re at. You’re Phil Pendleton, you were 
in State’s Prison at Vandalia, Ilhnois, serving a sentence 
of five years for robbery. You pulled the hero act in the 
^ prison break there last year, and saved the Warden’s life. 
The Governor of Illinois commuted your sentence. You’ve, 
got a record — assault and battery in Galiforma, house- 
breaking in Michigan. Served time for bpth crimes. . . . 
Now, if you’re on the level we don’t want to hound you. 
If you’re not, come clean and I’ll make it as easy for you 
as I can. Did you bump off Thomas Brad ? ’/ 

The man’ who was known in Bradwood as Fox dropped 
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'limply into a chair. “ No,” he whispered “^'As God is my 
judge. Inspector.^’ 

** How’d you get that last job — ^from the man who gave 
you references ? ” ^ 

He spoke without looking up. “ I wanted to start over 
again. He — ^he didn’t ask questions Business was bad, and 
. he fired me. That’s all.” " > 


** Had no ulterior motive in taking this double gardener- 
chauffeur’s job, eh ? ” 

No, it was outdoors, good pay. . . .” 

“ All right. If you expect consideration, you’ve got to 
' clear up that visit to Malone’s. If you’re on the straight, 
why do you look up a mob like Malone’s ? ” 

Fox was silent for a long moment. Then he rose, and his 
face hardened. “ I’ve got a nght to lead my own life. . . .” 

V Sure you have, Pendleton,” said the Inspector genially. 
“ That’s Ae ticket ! We’ll help you.” 

Fox spoke rapidly, looking at the detecdve in the door- 
way without seeing him. “ In some way an old — an old 
prison~pal traced me here. The first I knew about it was 
Tuesday mormng. He insisted on meeting me. I said no — 
Twas through. He said ; ‘ You wouldn’t want me to tip off 
your boss, would you ^ ’ So I went.” 

Vaughn nodded ; he was listening intently. “ Go on, 
son, go on.” 

“ He told me where to go — ^no names, just an address m 
New York. Tuesday mght, after I dropped Stallings and 
Mrs. Baxter off at the Roxy, I drove up there, parked the 
car on the next block. Some gun let me in I saw — ^some- 
body He made me a — ^proposition. I said no — I was 
' through with the old life No more rackets for me He told 
" me he’d give me till the next day to consider, and if I didn't 
come through he’d tell Mr Brad who I was. I went away — 
and you know the rest.” 

- “ Naturally laid off when he heard a murder was com- 
mitted,” muttered Vaughn “ This was Patsy Malone, 
eh ? ” 

. ' \ — ^well, T can’t say.” 
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Vaughn eyed him shrewdly. “ Won’t squeal, hey ? 
What was the proposition ? ” 

Fox shook his head. “ I won’t tell any more, Inspector. 
You want to help me and all that, but if I spilled it it would 
be the spot for me.” 

The Inspector rose. “ I see. Well, I can’t say, ’^between 
you and me, that F blame you. That sounds like the^ 
straight goods. ... By the way — Fox . . the man’s hedd 
jerked up, and he looked into Vaughn’s eyes with a mixture 
of astomshment and gratitude — “ where were you last 
Christmas ? ” 

“ In New York, Inspector. Looking for a job I answered 
Brad’s ad. and he took me on the day after New Year’s.” 

“ Check.” The Inspector sighed. “ Well, Fox, for your 
sake I hope it’s as you say. Under the circumstances my “ 
hands are tied. You’ll have to stids around. No guards, t 
no pinch, you understand. But you’ll be under observation, 
and I don’t want you to try a lam.” 

“ I won’t. Inspector ! ” cried Fox. New hope'^had leaped 
into his face. 

** Keep going as if nothing’d happened. If you’re in the 
clear I won’t discuss this thing with Mrs. Brad or disclose . 
your record to her.” 

Before this generosity Fox stood speechless. The Inspector 
beckoned his man and left the hut. 

Fox followed slowly. He stood in the doorway and 
watched the Inspector and the two detectives stride down 
the path into the woods. His chest rose, and he breathed 
deeply of the warm air. 

• • • • • • 

Vaughn found Helene Brad on the porch of the big 
house. 

“ Torturing poor Fox again,” she sniffed. 

“ Fox is all right,” said the Inspector shortly ; his fecc 
showed the fatigue and helplessness he felt. "Find 
Temple ? ” 

** l)r. Temple was out. He took a sail somewhere in his 



^ CRUCIFIXION OF A GENTLEMAN igi 

fnotor-boat. I left a note for him to see Stephen the moment 
' he got back:” - 
Out, eh ? ” 

Vaughn glanced in the general direction of Oyster 
Island and nodded wearily. 


19: T 

At 9.15 Sunday morning Inspector Vaughn, who 
had^ slept overnight at Bradwood, was summoned by 
Stallings to the telephone. He seemed to be expecting the 
"■call, for he looked blank at once and said in an audible 
mutter : *' Wonder who that is.” Whether Stelhngs was 
deceived or^not, he learned litde enough from the Inspec- 
tor’s monosyllabic replies to the early caller. “ Hmm. . . . 
Yes. . . . No. All right.” The Inspector hung up and, eyes 
glittering, hurried out of the house. 

At. 9-115 District Attorney Isham made a grand entrance 
, into Bradwood, driving up in an oflBcial county car with 
three county troopers. They all descended before the 
Golomal house and Inspector Vaughn leaped forward, 
grasped Tsham’s hands, and began earnestly to converse 
with him in an undertone 

Under cover of this diversion Ellery slipped his Duesen-. 
. berg into the grounds of Yardley’s estate a few moments 
later. 

No" one apparently noticed that one of the three troopers 
who had accompanied the District Attorney did not possess 
the easy nuhtary bearing characteristic of his compamons. 
He jomed a larger group of troopers, who thereupon 
dispersed and walked off in various directions. 

Professor Yardley, in slacks and sweater, smoking the 
inevitable pipe, greeted Elleiy with a welcoming cry in 
the selamltk of the'house. 

“ Here’s our chief guest ! ” he shouted “ I thought you 
weren’t coming back, my boy ! ” 
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As long as you’re m the quotative 'mood,” smiled 
Ellery, stripping off his coat and flinging himself on^thfe 
tessellated marble^ “ you might consider the fact that kospes^' 
nulltis tarn in amin hospitium dweriipotest . . odiostis sieV* 

" "Why butcher Plautus ? You haven’t been here three 
days anyivay.” The Professor’s eyes were bright. ** Well ? ” 

** Well,” said Ellery, “ he’s with us.” 

“ No 1 ” Yardley became thoughtful. ** In uniform ? 
Good as a play, by heaven.” - ‘ ' 

“ We rearranged the details in Mineola this morning. - 
Isham got hold of a couple of troopers and an ofiiaal car, 
telephoned Vaughn, and set out for Bradwood.” Ellery 
sighed ; there were huge circles under his eyes. “ That trip ! 
Van was about as communicative as a clam. I’m tired 1 
But there’s no rest for the weary. Would you care to witness 
the great imveiiing ? ” 

The Professor scrambled to his feet. “ Decidedly I I’ve 
been a martyr long enough. Had breakfast ? ” _ 

“ We stuffed our bellies in hlineola. Come along.” 

They left the house and sauntered across the road to 
Bradwood. Vaughn was still talking to Isham when they 
reached the porch. “ Just telling the D.A.,” said Vaughn, 
as if Ellery had never been away, “ the line we got on 
Fox.” 

“Fox?” 

The Inspector repeated what he had learned about'the 
man’s history. 

Ellery shrugged. “ Poor devil. . . . WTiere’s Mcgara ^ ” 

** On the yacht.” Vaughn lowered liis voice. 
gone down to the landing. . . . Megara had some bad pains 
in lus groin yesterday, hliss Brad tried to get Temple, but 
he was out all day. I think Temple’s gone over to the 
Helem this morning.” 

“ Anything evolve from that pretty plot yesterday ? ” 

” Nothing. Decoy didn’t pull a real live duck out of the 
sky. Come on, let’s go before these people start getting up. 
Tliey’rc all asleep yet — ^nobody’s been about.” 

Tlicy proceeded around the house and took the path to 
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the Cove. Oh .the dock stood three troopers, and the pohce 
launch waited to cast off. 

No one paid the least attention to the third trooper. 
Ishaih, Vaughn, Yardley, and Ellery scrambled into the 
launch, and the three troopers followed. The boat sputteied 
. off toward the yacht a half-mile away. 

The same procedure was observed in hoar ding the 
Helene. The four 'men scaled the ladder, and then the 
troopers followed. The members of the Helene’s crew who 
stood about the deck in immaculate whites had eyes only 
for Inspector Vaughn, who was striding along as if he meant 
to arrest somebody. ' 

Captain Swift opened, the door of his cabm as they 
passed. “ How long ^ ” he began. 

-Vaughn tramped along, a deaf man, and the others 
meekly tramped along, too The Captain staled after them, 

‘ his -jaw swellmg ; then he cursed with effortless fluency 
and retreated mto his cabin, slamming the door 

The Inspector knocked on the panels of the main cabin 
‘ "The door sviorng inward, and Dr Temple’s taut, blackish 
face appeared. 

“ Hullo ! ” he said. “ Out in force, eh ^ I’ve just been 
havmg a look at Mr. Megara.” 

“ May we come in ? ” asked Isham. 

- Come in • ” said Megara in a tight voice fiom the 
interior of the cabin They filed in, silentiy. Stephen Megara 
lay on a simple bed, naked where a sheet did not cover him 
The yachtsman’s face was pale and strained ; there were 
beads of sweat on the edge of his eyebrows He was doubled 
- up, clutching his groin. He did not look at the troopers i 
his eyes were fixed on Temple -with agony. 

“ What’s the trouble. Doctor ? ” asked Ellery soberly 

“ Hemxa testis” said Dr. Temple “ A good case of it. 
It’s' not anything to worry about immediately. I’ve given 
, Tum^temporaiy relief ; he’ll feel the effect of it in a moment ” 

" Got it on this last trip,” panted Megara, “ All right, 
Doctor , all right Leave us, please. These gentlemen want 
to discuss somethmg .wnth me ” 

Gm 
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Temple stared ; then he shrugged and picked up his 
medical bag. As you say. . . . Don’t neglect that, Mr." 
Megara. I suggest surgery, although it isn’t absolutely 
necessary right now.” 

He bowed with military stiflhess to the others ‘and 
quickly left the cabin. The Inspector followed him but. 
He did not return until Dr. Temple was in his own motor- 
boat headed'for the mainland. 


Vaughn closed the cabin door tightly. On deck two 
troopers set their backs against it. 

The third trooper took a step forward, and licked his lips. 
The man in the bed plucked at the sheet. 

They looked at each other, silently ; they did not shake 
hands. ' ^ 

** Stefan,” said the schoolmaster. 

Andreja.” Ellery felt the alarming impulse to giggle ; ' 
there was something ludicrous in the situation, tragic as 
its overtones were. These two straight, clean-cut men . 
ivith the foreign names — ^the yacht, the bed of pain, the 
drab uniform, . . . There had never been anything quite 
like it in all his experience. 

” Krosac.“ Krosac, Andreja,” said the sick man. He’s 
found us, as you always said he would ” 

Andreja Tvar said harshly ’ “ Had Tom followed my 
advice ... I warned him by letter last December. Didn’t 
he get in touch with you ? ” 

Stefan shook his head slowly. “ No He didn’t know where 
to reach me. I W'as cruising in the Pacific. . . . How have 
you been, Andr’ p ” 

“ Very well. How long is it ? ” 

Years. . . . Five, six ? ” 

They fell silent The Inspector was watching them with 
eagerness, and Isham barely breathed. Yardley looked at . 
Ellery, and Ellery said qmc^y : “ Please, gentlemen. The 
story. Mr. — ^Van. . . .” he indicated the schoolmaster, 
must get away from Bradw'ood as soon as possible. Eyery^ 
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-moment he hngers in this vicinity increases the danger. 
Krosac, whoever he is,' is clever. He may easily see through 
our little deception, and we want no possibility of his 
foUowing Mr. Van back to West Virginia.” 

' No,^’ said Van heavily, “ that’s true. Stefan, tell them.” 

'•■The yachtsman straightened in bed— the pam had either 
left him or in his exatement he had forgotten it — ^and stared 
at the low ceiling of the cabin. “ How shall I begin ? It 
happened so damned long ago. Tomislav, Andreja, and 
I were the last of the Tvar family. A proud and wealthy 
mountain clan in Montenegro.” 

“ Which has vanished,” said the schoolmaster in a frozen 
. voice. 

The sick man waved his hand as if it did not matter. 
-■“You’ve got to understand that we came of the hottest 
Balkan blood. Hot — ^so hot it sizzled ” Megara laughed 
shortly. “ The Tvars had a_toaditional enemy — ^the Krosacs, 
/another clan. For generations-*—” 

- “Vendetta I” cried the Professor. “Of 'course. Not 
properly vendetta, which is Itahan, but certainly a blood- . 
/eud, like the feuds of our own Kentucky moimtaineers. 

I should have thought of it.” 

\ “ Yes,” snapped Megara. “ We don’t know to this day 

■'why there was a feud — ^the original cause had been so 
smeared in blood that our generation didn’t know why. 

,But from childhood we were taught ” 

, / “IQll the Krosacs,” croaked the schoolmaster. 

“ "We’d been the ag^essore,” continued Megara, scowl- 
ing, “ and twenty years ago, due to the ferocity and ruth- 
lessness of our grandfather and father, only one male Krosac 
remained — Veija, the man you’re after. . He was a kid 
then. He and his mother were the sole survivors of tlie 
Krosac family ” 

“ How far away it seems,” muttered Van. “ How bar- 
baric ! You, Tomislav, and I, in retaliation for; the murder 
of fath'er, killed Krosac’s father and two uncles, ambushed 
■ them . . .”, 

“ Utterly incredible,” murmured Ellery to the Professor. 
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“It’s hard to beKeve that we’re dealing \\d A - civilised 
people.” 

“ What happened to this youngster, Krosac? ” demanded 

Isham. ' ^ - 

His mother fled \vith him from Montenegro They. ' 
went to Italy, hiding there, and the mother died shortly 
after.” 

“ And that left young Krosac to carry on the feud against 
you people,” said Vaughn thoughtfully. “ I suppose his old 
lady pumped him full of hop before she died. You kept 
track of the boy ? ” 

" Yes. We had to, in self-protection, because we knew 
that he would try to kill us when he grew up. Our paid 
agents tracked him all over Europe, but he disappeared 
before he was seventeen and we never heard of him again 
— ^until now.” 

** You people didn’t see Krosac personally ? ” 

“ No. Not since he left our mountainside, when he was 
eleven or twelve years old.” 

“ Just a moment,” said Ellery, frowning. “ How can you 
gentlemen be so sure Krosac wanted to kill you ? After all, 
a child. ...” 

" How ? ” Andrew smiled bitterly. “ One of our 
agents wormed his way mto the boy’s confidence while he 
was still under observation and heard hipi swrear to wipe 
us all out, if he had to follow us to the ends of the earth 
to spill our blood.” 

“ And you mean to say,” demanded Isham, “ because 
of a kid’s wild nonsense, you actually ran from your home 
country and changed your names ? ” 

Both men flushed. “ You don’t know Croatian feuds,” 
muttered the yachtsman. He avoided their eyes. A Krosac 
once followed a Tvar into the heart of southern Arabia — 
generations ago. ...” 

“ Then it’s certain that, if you tvere lace to face with 
Krosac, you wouldn’t know him ? ” asked Ellery abruptly. 

“ How^ could we ? . . . We w^erc left alone — ^we three. 
Father, mother — dead. We decided to leave Montenegro 
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and'go to America. There wasn’t a tie to hold us — ^Andrew 
here and I were unmarried, and while Tom had been 
married, his wife had died and there were' no children. 

“ We were a rich family ; and our estates were valuable. . 
We sold all, our property and under assumed names, sepa- 
rately, we came, Jo this country, meeting by prearrange- 
ment in New York. We had decided to take our names ” — 
Ellery started, and then smiled — “ from different countries ; 
y/e consulted an atlas, and each of us assumed a different 
nationality — I Greek, Tom Roumanian, and Andrew 
Armenian, "since at that time we were unnustakably 
southern European in appearance and speech, and couldn’t 
pass for native Americans.” 

“ I warned you about Klrosac,” said the schoolmaster 
darkly. - 

" Tom and I — ^we’d all been well educated — ^went into 
our present business. Andrew here was always a restless 
soul and he had "preferred to work alone, studying the 
English language by himself, and ultimately becoming a 
school-teacher. We all, of course, became Amencan citizens. 
And -gradually, as the years passed, since we’d heard no- 
thing of or from Krosac, We almost forgot him He became 
—at leeist to Tom and me — a legend, a myth. We thought 
him dead or hopelessly off the trail.” The yachtsman set 

his jaw. *‘Tf we’d known At any rate, Tom married 

We did well in busmess And Andrew went out to Arroyo.” 

If you’d taken my advice,” snapped Van, “ this would 
not have happened, and Tom would be alive to-day I told 
, you repeatedly that Krosac would come back and take his 
revenge ! ” ~ 

-** Please, Andr’,” said Megara m a hard voice ; but there 
was something pitying in his eyes as he looked at his brother. '' 

I know.' And you didn’t see us often Your own fault, as 
you must realise. Perhaps if you’d been more fraternal. . . .” 

, Stay with' you and Tom where Krosac could wipe us 
, out 3vith one blow ? ” cried the man from Arroyo. “ Why 
do you -think -I buried myself in that hole ? I love life, too, 
Stephen ! But I was wise, and you ” 
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Not SO %vise, Andr*,’* said the yachtsmkn. " After all, 

Krosac found you first. And ^ " 

“ Yes,” said the Inspector. “ So he did. I’d' like' to get 
that little business of the Arroyo rdurder straight, Mr. Van, 
if you don’t mind.” 

The schoolmaster stiffened at some bleak memory. 
** Arroyo,” he said hoarsely. “ A place of horrors. It was 
my fear that led me, years ago, to assume the character of 
Old Pete. A dual personahty, I felt, would stand me in 
good stead, should Elrosac ” — he snarled — ** find me.”He 

found He stopped and then said rapidly : " For years 

I kept that hut, wWch I had discovered by accident, aban- 
doned, when I was exploring some old caves in the hills. 
I set up the barbed-wire. I purchased my disguise in Pitts- 
burgh. Once in a great while, when I was firee fixim-my 
regular duties as the schoolmaster, I stole up into the hills 
and dressed as Old Pete, appearing in towm often enough 
to make the personality real in the minds of the-Arroyo 
people. Tom and Stephen — they always laughed at tins 
subterfuge. They said it was a childish thing to do. Was 
it childish, Stephen ? Do you think so now ? Don’t -you 
think that Tom, in his grave, is sorry he didn’t follow 'my 
example ? ” ^ ^ 

“Yes, yes,” said Megara quickly. “Tell the story, 
Andr’.” 

The eccentric schoolmaster took a turn about the cabin, 
hands behind the back of the borrowed uniform, eyes dis- 
traught. . . . They listened to an amazing tale.' 

With the coming of Christmas — he said in the intense' 
voice characteristic of all his utterances — he realised that 
for two months he had not appeared in Arroyo as the old 
hillman. His absence over such a long period might 'well 
have led some of the townspeople — Constable Luden, per- 
haps — to seek out the ancient hill-dweller and investigate 
his cabin . . . an event which, he pointed out, would have 
been disastrous to his carefully maintained deception He 
faced more than a week between Christmas Day and New 
Year’s when his tiny school was dosed ; and he saw that 
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fijr-^several days at least he could act the eremitic Pete with 
impunity. On previous occasions when he had assumed the 
ragged character- it had been when the schoolmaster was 
"supposedly ~on a hohday, or over week-ends. 

“ How did you .explain these absences to Khng ^ ” asked 
Ellery. Or was your servant in the secret ^ ” 

* “ No ' ” cried Van. “ He was stupid, a half-mt I merely 
told him that I was going into Wheeling or Pittsburgh for 
a holiday.” 

On Christmas Eve, then, he had informed Kling that 
he was bound for Pittsburgh to celebrate the Yuletide. He 
had left m the evening for the shack in the hills — all his 
hillman’s trappings, of course, he kept in the hut There 
he became Old Pete again. Rising very early the next morn- ' 
mg — Christmas mormng — ^he set out on foot for town, for 
he needed food supphes and he knew that he could get 
them from Bernheim, the storekeeper, despite the fact that 
it was Christmas Day and the general store was closed He 
/had struck the road at the junction of the mam highway 
'and the Arroyo pike and there, alone, at half-past six m 
_the mormng, had made the homfying discovery of the 
crucified body The sigmficance of the diverse T’s had 
struck him at once. He hurried to his house a hundred yards 
up the Arroyo road. The shambles that the others had seen 
later had painful meamng for him , he reahsed instantly 
that by' sheer accident Krosac had come the night before, 
killed poor old TClmg (thinking him to be Andreja Tvar), 
had cut off his„ head, and crucified him to the signpost 
, He had had to think rapidly. ^Yhat was he to do ^ 
Through' an unexpected generosity of fate, Klrosac now 
believed he had fulfilled his vengeance against Andreja 
Tvar ; why - not keep hini believing it ^ By taking the 
character of Old Pete permanently not only would Klrosac 
be deceived but the httle West Virgmia world m which 
Van hved, as well. . . . Fortunately the suit of clothes which 
•Kling Jiad been wearing when he was murdered was one 
which Van Tiimsplf had given the man a few days before, 
an 'old and well-worn garment. He knew that the Arroyo 
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townspeople would recognise the suit as Andrew Van s, 
their schoolmaster’s ; and if he should put some papers in 
the pockets identifiable with Andrew Van, there would be 
no question of identification. 

Securing letters and keys from old suits of his, the sch(X)l- 
master had stolen back to the cross-roads, taken from 
Khng s mutilated body all objects identifiable with Khn^ 
— a gruesome task, and the man in uniform shuddered at 
the recollection — put on the dead man the -Van objects, 
and then dehberately hurried farther up the road into the 
woods Here he built a guarded httle fire, burned Khng’s 
personal possessions, and ivaited for someone to come aloi^* 

“ "Why? ” demanded Vaughn. “ "Why didn’t you beat 
it back to your shack and lie low ^ ” 

“ Because,” said Van simply, “ it was necessary for me 
to get to town at once and by some means warn my brothers 
of Elrosac’s appearance. If I went into town and said no- 
thing about the body at the cross-roads, I should be re-, 
garded with suspicion, for it was necessary to pass the junc- 
tion on the way to town. If I went into town and related, 
the story of my discoveiy’^ of the body — alone — I might very 
well come under suspicion. But if I waited for someone to 
come along, an innocent citizen of the neighbourhood, I 
should have a companion for the ‘ discovery ’ of the body, 
and at the same time would be able to get to town, stock 
up on provisions, and notify my brothers.” - 

Michael Orkins, the farmer, had come along in an hour 
or so Van, or Old Pete, contrived to be tramping the road 
in the direction of the junction. He had hailed Orkins, the 
farmer told him to jump in, they found the body . . . the 
rest, as Van said soberly, “ Queen knows from having 
attended the inquest ” 

“ And you managed to notify your brothers ? ” asked . 
Isham 

“ Yes. ^^^ile I was in my own house, after discovering 
Khng’s body at the cross-roads, I scribbled -a hasty note 
to Tonus — to the man you know as Thomas Brad; In the 
excitement when we got to town, I managed to sjip the 
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letter through the slot in the post-oflSce door — the post- 
office being, closed. I told Tom in the letter briefly what 
'had occurred, warned him that Kxosac was probably head- 
ing his way bent on vengeance. I wrote too that from then 
on I nfeant to be Old Pete, and neither he nor Stephen 
was to say anything of diis. I, at least, meant to be pro- 
. tected from Kxosac ; for I was dead ” 

You were lucky,” said Megara bitterly. “ When Tom 
couldn’t reach me after receiving your letter, he must have 
written that note we found addressed to the police — ^as a 
last warning td me, should anything happen to him before 
I returned to Bradwood ” 

'The brothers were pale and tense j both men showed 
plainly the nerve-stram they were experienang. Even Me- 
gara had succumbed to the spell From the deck outside 
'came a man’s coarse laugh ; they looked startled, and then 
relaxed as they realised that it was only one of the Helene* s 
crew bantering, a trooper. 

. ‘1: Well,” said Isham at last, rather helplessly, “ that’s all 

' well and good, but where the devil does it leave us ^ Still 
up a tree, as far as nabbing Krosac is concerned.”^ 

A pessimistic attitude,” said Ellery, *' royally justified. 
Gentlemen, who knows or knew about the Tvar-Krosac 
feud ? A htde investigation along that line may help us 
. narrow the field of suspects.” 

“ No one but ourselves,” said the schoolmaster darkly 

** I naturally told no one.” 

, “ There are no written records of the feud ? ” 

. “No.” 

“ Very weU,” said Ellery thoughtfully. “ That leaves orfy 
Krosac as a possible disseminator of the story. While it s 
conceivable that he niiay have told somebody, it isn’t prob- 
' able j why should he ? Krosac is now an adult a maniac 
obsessed with a vengeance-fixation, besides. His vengeance, 

- he would feel, must be personally consummated ; those 
things aren’t delegated to agents or accomplices. Eh, Mr. 

, 1 'Megara ? ” 

^ “ Not in Montenegro,” rephed the yachtsman grimly. 
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“ Of course ; it’s axiomatic to anyone who knows the 
psychology of feudism,” said Professor' Yardley. in ^ - 

the old Balkan feuds, which were considerably more gory 
than even our own mountaineer feuds, ’only a member of 
the family could wpe out the stain.” 

Ellery nodded. “ Would Klrosac have told anyone in this 
coimtry? Hardly. It would place him in such an indi- 
vidual’s power, or would leave a trail to himself; and 
Elrosac is, from the cleverness he has displayed, a wary 
scoundrel despite his monomania. And if he took an ac- 
comphce — ^which he would not do — what had he to offer 
such a creature ? ” ' ' ' 

“ A good point,” conceded Isham. 

“ The very fact that he rifled Mr. Van’s house of •what- 
ever cash the tm box contained 

** There were a hundred and forty dollars in the box,”- 
muttered Van. 

** — vindicates that Krosac was hard up and took what he. 
could find. But your brother Tomislav’s house ,was not *“ 
looted. Certainly no accomphce,* then, for had there been 
one the accomplice would not have passed up the.oppor- 
tumty to steal what he could. These have been murders for 
revenge, not gain. . . . Other signs of the non-existence of an 
accomplice ^ Yes. In the murder of Kling, only one<person 
was seen in the -vicinity of the cross-roads, and that man was 
Velja Kjrosac ” 

“ What are you trying to prove ? growled Vaughn. ' 

“ Simply»^ that tlie chances are overwhelmingly in favour 
of Krosac’s ha-ving worked entirely alone and having told 
no one of his intended crimes— judging from the indi- 
vidualistic motive, the horrible method, and the trail of a 
lone man which he made no attempt to conceal up to 
a certain point. Remember that Krosac practically signed 
his name to his crimes by plastering T’s over the scenes 
of both. He must have realised this, insane or not, and it’s. . 
unbelievable that an accomplice would ally himself — 
after that first murder especially — ^with sucK a depraved ' 
and brazen maniac.” 
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- “ And jail that gets you exactly nowhere,” snapped the 
Inspector, “Why worry about a mythical accomplice? 
We haven^t ma&e an inch of progress toward finding the 
principal, Mr. Queen > ” 

- Ellery shrugged ; evidently to his mind the elimination of 
a possible accomplice or sharer in Krosac’s secret was a 

, pertinent and prime necessity 

District Attorney Isham paced between the two brothers 
restlessly. “ Look here,” he said at last. “ After all, 
we mustn’t be stampeded by this thing. It isn’t sensible 
-.that a nian will disappear so damned completely he 
can’t even be traced. We must know more about his ap- 
pearance. Granted you gentlemen don’t know what Krosac 
looks like to-day, can’t you tell us more about him 
characteristics that wouldn’t change from childhood to 
^maturity ? ” 

' The brodiers glanced at each other. “ The limp,” said 
Van, shrugging, 

“ I told you that,” said Megara. “ As a child Kjrosac 
contracted a mild hip disease — ^not disfiguring, but enough 
to make him limp on his Irft leg.” 

“ A permanent limp ^ ” demanded Ellery. 

The Tvars looked blank. 

“ It’s possible that the limp has been cured in the twenty 
years that have elapsed since then, you know. In which 
case the testimony of Groker, the Weirton garage-man, 
would indicate another facet of Krosac’s cleverness. Re- 
membering that you people knew he had limped as a child, 
... he might, as Professor Yardley has already suggested, have 
been pretending a limp . . . provided, of course, he has been 
cured in the interim.” 

“ On the other hand,” snapped the Inspector, the limp 
may be -authentic. W^y on earth you should throw a 
' monkey-wrench into every piece of evidence we get, 

Queen ” .. 

“ Oh, very weU,” sa'id EUery dryly. “ Krosac limps 
Does that satisfy you. Inspector? ” He smiled. Depen ^ on 
it, though. Whether he really hmps or not, he’ll continue 
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to limp whenever he makes one of his infrequent public 
appearances.” 

“ We’ve wasted enough time,” grumbled'Vaughn. ** One 
thing is sure. You gentlemen have to get plenty of protec-, 
tion from now on. I. think you’d better get right back to 
Arroyo, Mr Van, and keep out of sight. I’ll send a half- 
dozen guards back to West Virginia with you, and leave 
’em there.” 

“ Oh, my dear God,” groaned Ellery. Inspector, do you- 
realise what you’re saymg ? You’ll be playing directly into 
Krosac’s hands * We may assume that our ruse has been' 
successM, that Krosac still doesn’t know where Andreja 
Tvar is, although he knows he’s alive. Any attention we 
focus on Andreja Tvar, then, is bound to come to Kros^c’s 
notice if he is on the watch, as he must be.” 

“ Well, what would you do ? ” said Vaughn belligerently. 

** Mr. Van should be escorted back to his hut in tlie hills 
as unostentatiously as possible — ^by one man, not a half- 
dozen, Inspector. Why don’t you send an army ? And then 
he must be left alone. As Old Pete he is safe. The less fuss 
we make, the better off he’ll be.” 

“ And how about Mr. Megara — er — Mr. Megara ? ” 
asked Isham. He seemed to have difiBculty in selecting a 
proper name for the binominal brothers. "Leave him 
alone, too ? ” 

^ - t. 

" Certainly not > ” cried Ellery. " Krosac expects him to 
be guarded, and he must be. Openly, as openly as you 
please.” 

The brothers said nothing as their fate was being argued 
by /these outsiders; surreptitiously they regarded each 
other, and Megara’s stem face grew sterner, while the 
schoolmaster blinked and moved restlessly about. 

Is there anything else you gentlemen wish to discuss 
before you’re separated ? ” asked Isham. " Quickly, now, 
please.” 

" I’ve been' thinking it over,” muttered Van, " and I — 
I don’t think it wnuld be wise for me to return to West 
Virginia. I have the feeling that Krosac-^ his voice 
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trembled'. . . “ I think I’ll go as far away from this cursed 

‘country as I can get. As far from Krosac ” 

- ** No,” said Ellery firmly. “ If Krosac has any suspicion 
that you’re Old Pete, your relinquishment of That character 
and your flight would leave an op?n trail for him to follow. 
'You must remain Old Pete until we’ve netted our man, or 
at least until we have proof thkt Krosac h^s penetrated 
your' disgmse.” 

V I thought Van wet his lips. “ I’m not a very 

wealthy man, Mr. Queen. You probably think me a 
coward But I’ve lived under the shadow of that devil. . . .” 
'His strange eyes burned. “ There is money coming to me 
under the will of my brother Tomislav. I relinquish it 
I only want to get away. . . .” The inconsistency, the inco- 
herence of his remark made them all uncomfortable. 

“ No, Andr’,” said Megara heavily “ If you want to run 
out — ^well, you know best But the money . . . I’ll advance 
it. You’ll need it wherever you’re going.” 

“ How much is it ?"” demanded Vaughn suspiciously. 

■ "Little enough.” Megara’s hard eyes became harder 
“ Eive thousand dollars. Tom could well have afforded . . . 
But Andreja is a youngest, and in the old country ideas on 
the subject of inheritance were ngid I mys ” 

" Your brother Tom was the eldest son ? ” asked Ellery. 
Megara’s face reddened. " No I am. But 1 11 make up 

fork, Andr’^ ” ’ . j tr u 

' Well, do what you please about that,” said Vaughn. 

"'But I’U tell you one thing, Mr. Van ; you can’t skip. 
Mr Queen is right as far as that’s concerned 

The schoolmaster’s face was pale. " If you thin le 
-doesn’t know 

“ How the devil can he ? ” said Vaughn irritably, it it 
will“make you feel any better, Mr Megara can arrange to 
give you your money, and you can take it back wi you. 
If you have to beat it without notice, you won t go penni 

' less But that’s the best we can do.” ^ 

"With my own savings in the hut,” muttered Van, it 
makes a tidy sum. More than enough, wherever go. . 
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Very well. I return to Arroyo. Andj^Stefan — thank you.” 

“ Perhaps,” said the yachtsman lamely, you’ll meed 
more. Supposed give you ten instead of five. . 

“ No.” The schoolmaster squared his shoulders. “ I want 
only what’s due me. I’ve always made my own way, 
Stefan, as you know.” ' ^ ' 

Megara winced as he crawled out of bed and went to a 
desk. He sat down and began to write. Andreja Tvar paced 
up and down. Now' that his immediate fate had been de- 
cided for him, he seemed amdous to leave. The yachtsman 
rose, waving a cheque. 

** You’ll have to wait until to-morrow morning, Andr’,” 
he said. “ I’ll cash it for you myself and then you can pick 
up the money in the morning on your way back to West 
Virginia.” 

Van looked about quickly. “ I must go now. Where can 
I stay. Inspector ? ” 

** We’ll let the troopers take care of you overnight.” 

The two brothers regarded each other. “ Take care o* 
yourself, Andr’.” 

“ And you.” Their eyes held, and die intangible barrier 
between them trembled and almost fell. But it did not. 
Megaia turned away, and the schoolmaster -with sloping 
shoulders w'alked to the door. 


When they had returned to the mainland and Andreja 
Tvar had marched off in the midst of a group of troopers, 
Ellery drawied : ” Did anything strike you — r- ? No, 
something did strike you, and the question is superfluous. 
^Vhy did you seem disturbed, Mr. Isham, by Stephen 
Megara’s explanation for the Tvar brothers’ ffight fi*om- 
Montenegro ? ” r 

** Because,” said the District Attorney, it’s prepos- 
terous. ’Feud or no feud. Nobody can tell me that three 
grown men will quit their homes and country and change 
their names just because a little shaver has the emotional 
incentive to kill them.” 
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' ** Very true,” said Ellery, gulping in the warm piny air. 
~ “ So true that I wonder Inspector Vaughn didn’t arrest ’em 
on the spot for perjury.” Inspector Vaughn snorted. “ It 
convinces me that, while the Klrosac story is undoubtedly 
true, there was more to their departure than the fear of an 
- eleven-year-old’s problematical vengeance.” 

What do you mean. Queen ? ” asked Professor Yardley. 

I can’t see ” 

Surely it’s obvious ! Why should three adults, as Mr. 

' Isham„says, desert their homeland and flee to a foreign 
r country under assumed names ? Eh ? ” 

“ The police ! ” muttered Vaughn 

" Precisely. They left because they had to leave, pursued 
by a danger much more immediate, I assure you, than the 
boy Krosac’s revenge. If I were you. Inspector, I’d make 
an overseas inquiry.” 

“ Cable Yugo-Slavia,” said the Inspector. “ Good idea. 
I’ll do it to-mght.” 

“ You see,”, drawled Ellery to Professor Yardley, “ life, 
astisual, plays shoddy tricks. They flee from a real danger 
and twenty years later the potential danger catches up 
/With them.” 


20 rTWO TRIANGLES 

, As Ellery, Professor Yardley, Isham, and Vaughn 
rounded the eastern wing of the house, someone hailed 
them from the rear. They all turned quickly ; it was Dr. 
Temple. - 

“ “ All through with the big pow-wow ^ ” asked Temple ; 
he had deposited -his medical bag somewhere, and was 
strolling along the path empty-handed, smokmg. 

“ Ah— yes,” said Isham. 

At the 'same ins tant the tall figure of Jonah Lincoln came 
dashing along ■the path around- the corner ; he and Ellery 
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collided, and Jonah stepped back with a scant mutter' of - 
apology. 

“ Temple I ” he cried, ignoring the others. ** What’s the 
matter with Megara ? ” 

“ Don’t excite yourself, Mr. Lincoln,” said the Inspector 
dryly. “ Megara’s all right. Just a hernia. What’s eating 
you ? ” - “ 

Jonah wped his forehead ; he vras panting. Oh, every- 
thin g’s so mysterious around here. Damn it all, haven’t we 
any rights left ? I heard that the pack of you had gone over 
to the yacht after Temple, and I thought -^: — ” 

“ That Mr. Megara had met with foul play ? ” asked 
Isham ** No, it’s as Inspector Vaughn says.” ' 

** Well ! ” The red tide ebbed from Lincoln’s sharp 
features, and he grew a little calmer. Dr. Temple was 
smoking peacefully, regarding him without perturba- 
tion. ** The place is like a prison, anyway,” grumbled 
Jonah. “ My sister had the hardest time getting mto 
Bradwood. Just came back from Oyster Island and the 
man on the ” 

“ Miss lincoln’s back ? ” said the Inspector quickly. 

Dr. Temple removed the pipe from his mouth ; the serene 
look went out of his eyes. ** When ? ” he demanded. 

** A few minutes ago. The detective wouldn’t ” 

“ Alone ? ” 

“ Yes. They ” Poor lincoln’s indignation was fated , 

never to be expressed. His mouth was open, and remained 
open. The other men stiffened. 

From somewhere in the house came a wild screaming 
laugh. 

** Hester ! ” shouted Dr. Temple, and plunged forward,- 
bowling Lincoln over to one side and disappearing around 
the comer. 

** My Gk)d,” said Isham hoarsely, “ what the devil’s' 
that?” 

Lincoln scrambled to his feet and dashed after the physi- 
cian, Ellery at his heels and the others streaming after. 

The source of the scream had been the upper floor of the 
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house. As they ran into the reception hall they passed 
Stallings, the butler, standing near the staircase, his face 

- drained of blood. IVfrs Baxter’s rigid neck protruded from 
a rear door. 

The upper floor contained the bedrooms They reached 
the landing just in time to see Dr. Temple’s wiry figure 
hurtle through the doorway of one of the rooms. . . . The 
screams persisted ; peal after peal of a woman’s shrill 
hysteria. 

They found Dr. Temple holding Hester Lincoln in his 
* arms, smoothing her dishevelled hair, hushing her gently. 
The girl’s face was crimson, her eyes fierce and umntelli- 
„ gent, her mouth crookedly open ; the screams ripped out 
asif she had no control over her vocal chords. 

“ Hysterics ' ” snapped the physician over his shoulder. 
“ Help me get her on -Ac bed.” 

Vaughn and Jonah leaped forward , the girl’s screaming 

- laughter redoubled in volume, and she began to struggle. 
It was at this moment that Ellery heard quick steps from the 
corridor, and turned to see Mrs. Brad, in nigligiy and 
Helene appear m the doorway. 

“ What’s the matter ? ” gasped M^s. Brad. " What’s 
happened ? ” ' ' 

IJelene hurried forward Dr. Temple forced the kicking 
girl back on the bed and, sharply, slapped her face. A 
shnek trembled, and died. Hester half rose on the bed and 
stared at the pale pudgy face of Mrs Brad. Intelligence 
sprang into her eyes, and an inhuman hatred. 

, Get out, you — ^you Get out of my sight ! ” she cried. 

“ I hate, hate you, and everything that belongs to you. 
Get out, I say, get out ! ” 

Mrs Brad flamed ; her full lips trembled. Her shoulders 
shook as she gaped. Then she uttered a low cry, wheeled, 
and disappeared. 

“Hush, Hester!’’ said Helene fiercely. “You don’t 
' mean that. Be a good girl, now, and quiet down. You’re 
making a scene.” 

Hester’s eyes seemed ‘to turn over in their sockets j her 
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head sagged, and she dropped like a crumpled sack on the" 
bed. " ’ - " 

“ Out I ” said Dr. Temple imperiously. “ Everybody.” 

He stretched the imconsdous girl flat on her back as 
the others slowly left the room. Jonah, flushed,"" nervous, 
but in a way triiunphant, closed the door softly. 

** I wonder what gave her hysterics,” smd Isham \vith a 
frown. 

“ The reaction of a violent emotional ejqjerience,” 
drawled Ellery. “ Is the psychology correct ? ” 

** The New England consdence,” murmured Professor 
Yardley, " in violent eruption.” 

** Why’d she leave the Island ? ” demanded Vaughn. > 

Jonah grinned feebly. “ It*s all over now. Inspector, so 
I guess there’s no harm in your knowing ; nothing myster- 
ious about it. Hester has been infetuated with that scoimdrel 
Romaine on Oyster Island. But just now she came hot- 
footing it back. It seems he made — ^well, a" pass at her.” His . 
face darkened. “ Another little score I have to settle with 
him, damn his black soul ! But in a way I feel gratefiil to 
him. He opened her eyes and brought her back to her 
senses,” y 

The Inspector remarked drily : ** It’s none of my busi- 
ness, of course, but did your sister think he’d redte poetry 
to her ? ” 

The door opened and Dr. Temple appeared. She’s 
quiet now ; don’t bother her,” he growled. “ You might 
go in, Miss Brad.” Helene nodded and went in, closing 
the door quickly behind her. “ She’ll be aU right.' I’ll give 
her a sedative— get my bag. . . .” He hurried do^vn the 
stairs 

Jonah stared after him. ” WTien she came back, she told 
me that she was through with Romaine and the tvhole 
damned nudist business. She wants to leave here and go off 
somewhere— New York, she said. Wants to be alone. Good 
thing for her.” 

“ Hmm,” said Isham. ” ^Vhere’s Romaine now ? ” 

“ On the Island, I suppose ; he hasn’t shown his lace 
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around here,' the dirty ” Jonah bit his lip and shrugged. 

** May Hester leave Bradwood, Mr. Isham ? ” 

“'Well.', . . What do you think, Vaughn ? ” 

' The Inspector massaged his jaw. “ Can’t see any harm 
in it, if we know where to get her when we want her.” 

You’ll be responsible for her, Mr. Lincoln ? ” asked 
Isham. 

Jonah nodded eagerly. “ I absolutely vouch — 

“ By the way,” murmured Ellery, “ exactly what has 
your sister against Mrs. Brad, Mr. Lincoln ? ” 

Jonah’s smile faded ; something froze behind his eyes. 
“ I haven’t the faintest idea,” he said flatly. “ Don’t pay 
any attention to her ; she didn’t know what she was saying.” 

“ Strange,” said Ellery. “ It appeared to me that she 
spoke with remarkable clarity. I Aink, Inspector, that it 
would be politic for us to talk with Mrs. Brad.”’ 

“ I’m afraid ” 'Said Lincoln quickly. He stopped ; 

-they all turned at a step below. 

One of Vaughn’s detectives stood there. 

“ This Romaine guy and the old man,” said the detective, 
“ are down on the dock Want to talk to you. Chief” 

The Inspector rubbed his hands together. “ Now, isn’t 
" that nice ? All right. Bill, I’m coming. We’ll defer that 
, little chat with Mrs. Brad, Mr. Queen ; it’ll keep.” 

“ Any objection to my coming along ? ” asked Jonah 
quietly. His big nght fist was already clenched 

“ Hmm,” said the Inspector. He looked at the fist and 
grinned. “ Not a one. Glad to have you.” 


‘ They strode down the path Near the tennis-court they 
' met Dr. Temple, who was hurrying along canyang his 
, black bag. Temple smiled briefly ; he seemed preoccupied 
’ He had evidently cut across Bradwood from his own estate 
on the east, and had not noticed the two visitors from 
Oyster Island 

- Jonah walked along gnmly 
The big brown figure of Paul Romame towered on the 
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landing-dodc. S lanny little Stryker, the mad Egyptologist 
sat shivering in a small motor-boat tied to the dock Both , 
mpn "were clothed ; immortal Ra-Harakht for this visit, it 
seemed, had eschewed the baton and snowy robes of his 
mangled divinity, vaguely sensing that he might accomplish 
more as mortal than as god. The police launch hovered 
near by, and several detectives stood by Romaine’s side. 

Romaine’s legs were stockily planted on the wooden 
boards. The toy green tree-line of Oyster Island, the slowly 
riding white length of the Helene behind him, somehow 
served hmi as a suitable background. Whatever else he 
might be, he was assuredly a man of the open. But there 
w’as indecision on his face and a half-grinning desire to 
please that placed his state of mind instantly. 

He said at once ; “ We don’t w^ant to be bothering you, 
Inspector. But we’d like to settle something.” His tone '\vas . 
agreeable. He kept his eyes steadfastly on Vaughn, ignoring 
Jonah Lincoln, Jonah breathed evenly ; he examined 
Romame almost \vith curiosity. 

“ Go ahead,” growled the Inspector. “ What do you 
w'ant ? ” 

_^Romaine glanced briefly behind him at the cringing - 
figure of Stryker. " You’ve just ruined the business of His - 
Nibs and me. You’re keeping our guests cooped up on the 
Island.” 

“ Well, isn’t that Jake for you ? ” 

” Yes,” said Romaine patiently, but not this way. 
They’re all scared, like a bimch of Hds. Want to quit, and 
you won’t let ’em. But I’m not w'orried about them. It’s 
the others. Sure w’on’t get anymore customers ” 

“ So ? ” 

** We W'ant permission to leave.” 

Very suddenly old Stryker stood up in the motor-boat. 

“ This is persecution 1 ” he shrieked. " A "prophet is not 
w ithout honour save in his own country ! Harakht demands 

the right to preach the gospel ” 

** Quiet,” said Romaine savagely. The madman gaped 
and sat down. 
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" “ Gibberish,” muttered Professor Yardley ; he was pale. 
“ Utter, gibberish. The man’s a stark lunatic. Quotes 
Matthew, garbles Egyptian and Christian theology. . . .” 

“"Well, you can’t have it,” said Inspector Vaughn 
calmly. 

Romaine’s handsome fe.ce at once became threatemng. 
He took a step forward, doubled his fists. The detectives 
about him edged nearer, expectantly. But the obscure 
desire to please smothered his seething temper, and he 
relaxed. 

f' 

" Why ? ” he asked swallowing mightily. “ You haven’t 
got anything on us, Inspector. We’ve been good little boys, 
haven’t we ? ” 

** You heard me I’m not letting you and that old he- 
goat skip out on me — not by a long shot. Sure you’ve been 
good. But as far, as I’m concerned you’re both on tlie 
tectery edge, Romaine. Where were you the night Thomas 
Brad was murdered ? ” 

“ I told you • On the Island.” 

” Oh, yeah ? ” said the Inspector'pleasantly. 

Instead of flaring into anger agam Romaine, to Ellery’s 
astomsh'ment, grew tlioughtful. The Inspector’s nostrils 
quivered-; quite by acadent, it seemed, he had stumbled 
upon somediing Isham opened his mouth, and Vaughn 
nudged him ; so Isham closed his mouth. 

" “ Well ? ” barked Vaughn. “ I haven’t got all day. Spit 
It out ! ” 

" Suppose,” said Romaine slowly, “ suppose I can abso- 
lutely prove where I was that mght — ^by a reliable witness, 

I mean ? Would that clear me ?'” 

“ Ah,’’ said Isham- “ It certainly would, Romaine ” 

" There was a little stir behind them which no one noticed 
except Ellery. Jonah Lincoln’s aplomb had fled ; he was 
growhng in his throat and trying to 'push into the van of 
,the group. Ellery’s fingers closed insistently about Lincoln’s 
biceps ; they swelled and hardened under his touch, but 
he stopped short. 

“ ^1 right,” said Romaine abruptly ; he was rather wlute 
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about the nostrils. *' I wasn't "going to spill this, because 
it involves — ^well, some people might mismtei^ret it,- But 

we*ve got to ^t out of here. ... I was 

" Romaine,” came Jonah’s voice clearly, “-if you say 
another word I promise I’ll loll you.*’ 

Vaughn swung on his heel. “ Here, here ! ” he snarled.- 
** ^NTiat kind of talk is that ? Keep out of this, Lincoln I ” 

** You heard me, Romaine,” said Jonah. 

Romaine shook his big head and laughed — b. barking 
little laugh that raised the short hair on Ellery’s nape.. 
Nuts,” he said curtly. “ I threw you into the Cove once, 
and I can do it again. I don't give a damn about you or 
anybody else in this lousy place. Here's the dope. Inspector. 
Between half-past ten and about half-past eleven that 
night 

Silently Jonah lunged forward, arms flailing. Eller}’' 
with a grunt threw one arm about his neck and bore him 
backward. A detective jumped into the fray and grasped 
^ Jonah’s collar m a stranglehold. After a brief struggle 
Jonah subsided 5 he was panting, and he glared at Romaine" 
w*ith murder in his hot eyes. 

Romame said hastily : ** I was on Oyster Island with 
!Mrs. Brad ’' 

Jonah shook off Ellery's arm. " All right, hlr. Queen,” 
he said coldly. “ I'm quite all right now. He’s done it. Let 
him speak his little piece.” 

" I\Tiat d’ye mean — on Oyster Island vith Mrs Brad ? ” 
demanded the Inspector ; his eyes were narrowed. Alone 
with her ? ” 

” Ah, be your age,” snapped Romaine. That’s what I 
said. ^Ve spent an hour together near shore, imder the 
trees.’^ 

“ How did 2vlrs. Brad get to the Island that night ? ” 

“ We had a date, I waited for her at the Bradwood 
landing in my boat- She showed up just as I got there. A 
httlc before half-past ten.” 

Inspector Vaughn took a sadly frayed cigar from one 
of his pockets and jabbed it in his moufli. " You go back 
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to, the Island,” he said, " and we’ll investigate your story. 
Take the nut with you. . . . And now, Mr. Lincoln,” he 
said thoughtfully, turning his back on Romaine, “ if you’d 
care to take a coupie of pokes at this dirty specimen of a 
hyena’s stinking brood, go ahead. I — er — ^I’m going back 
to the house.” 

Romaine stood blinking on the dock. The detectives 
moved away from him. Jonah stripped off his coat, rolled 
,^'up his sleeves, and stepped forward. 

One,” said Jonah,t,“ for getting funny with my sister. 
Two,” he said, ** for turning the head of a very foolish 
woman. . . . Put ’em up, Romaine.” 

The madman clutched the gunwale of the boat and 
. screeched : “ Paul, come away ' ” 

Romaine* looked qmckly around at the hostile faces 
“ Go take off your diapers first,” he said, shrugging his 
' b^ shoulders, and half-turned away. 

Jonah’s fist collided with the man’s jaw. It was a lusty 
blow, well planted, and had behind it all the bitter rage 
which Jonah had been nursing for weeks. It would have 
knocked a man of ordinary strength unconscious ; but 
Romaine was an ox, and the blow merely staggered him. 
He blinked again, a feline snarl wiped out his handsome- 
ness, and he brought his bludgeon of a right fist up once in 
’ a short, powerful upper-cut that lifted Jonah an inch from 
the wooden dock and dropped him, a sensefless lump, to the 
boards. 

Inspector Vaughn’s geniality vanished. He shouted : 

' “ Keep back ! ” to his men, and sprang forward hke a dart. 

Romaine, moving with extraordinary speed for his bulk, 

; leaped from the dock into the motor-boat where Stryker 
, cowered, almost foundering the boat, and shoved off wth 
a gargantuan sweep of his paw. The motor sputtered, and 
tile boat shot away toward Oyster Island. 

“ I’m getting mto the launch,” said the Inspector calmly. 

* _ V You men take this poor guy back — ^I’ll join you in a 
couple of minutes. That bird needs a lesson.” 

Ax the launch swished away from the dock in pursuit 
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of tiie motor-boatj Ellery knelt by tiie fallen gladiator and 
slapped his pallid cheelffi gently. Professor Yardley fiung 
himself prone on the- dock and scooped a palxnful of watCT 
from the Sound. 

The detectives yelled encouragement to die Inspector, 
who was standing in the prow' of the launch, like Captain 
Ahab, and stripping off his coat. 

Ellery dripped -water on to Jonah’s lace. ** A remarkable 
example,” he observed drily- to the Professor^ “ of the 
triumph of justice. Wake up, lincoln ; the war’s over ! ” 


They were sitting on the Colonial porch fifteen minutes 
later w’hen Inspector Vaughn rounded the comer. Jonah' 
Lincoln sat in a rocker holding his jaw in both h^ds as 
if he were surprised it was still attached to his face. EIl^j 
Isham, and Yardley ignored him, smoking peacefully with 
their backs to him. 

The Inspector’s face, while not precisely angelic, since 
there were traces of blood about his nose and a cut under 
one eye, nevertheless indicated that he felt' satisfied with 
his kifighdy joust. 

Hullo,” he said cheerfully, po-unding up the porch steps 
between the pillars ** Well, Mr. Lincoln, you knocked 
him kicking by proxy. It -was a battle royal, but there’s 
one lady’s man who’ll keep a-way from mirrors for a 
month.” 

Jonah groaned. “ I — Lord, I just haven’t got the strength. 
I’m not really a coward. But that man — he’s a Goliath.”, 

" Weil, I’m his little David.” Vaughn sucked a tom 
knuckle. I thought the old lunatic would throw a fit. 
I actually knocked out the chief disciple ! Heresy, hey, 
Professor ? Better get washed up, hlr. Lincoln.” He stopped 
smiling. Let’s get back to business. Seen Mrs. Brad ? ” 
Abruptly Jonah rose and went into the house. 

“ 1 guess she’s still upstairs,” said Isham. -- ‘ 

“ Wdl,” said the Inspector, striding after Jonah, “ let’s 
get to her before Lincoln does.' He’s been acting the 
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. gentleman, and all that, but this is an official investigation 
and it*s time we got the truth from somebody.” 

1 I ^ 

• • • • # • 


Helene, it seemed, was still in Hester Lincoln’s room, 
Stallings thought that Dr. Temple was .upstairs, as well ; 
the physician had not reappeared after going upstairs some 
- time before with his medical bag. 

They reached the bedroom floor just in time to see Jonah 
disappear into his bedroom. Following Stallings’s direc- 
tions, they went to a door at the rear of the house and the 
Inspector knocked. 

Mrs. Brad’s tremulous voice said ; “ Who is it ? ” 
inspector Vaughn. May we come in ? ” 

~ “ Who ? Oh, one moment 1 ” There was panic in the 
woman’s tones. They waited, and the door opened shghtly. 

' 'Mrs. Brad’s rather handsome fece appeared ; her eyes were 
moist and apprehensive. What .is it, Inspector ^ I — I’m 
' ill.’-’ 

Vaughn pushed the door gently. I know. But this is 
important.” 

“ She retreated, and they entered. It was heavily feminine, 
this room • scented, fiilled, profusely mirrored, and its 
dressing-table was covered with cosmetics. She kept back- 
ing away, drawing her rUgligi more tightly about her. 

** Mrs. Brad,” said Isham, “ where were you between 
ten-thirty and eleven-thirty the night your husband was 
murdered ? ” < 

She stopped drawing the nighgi about her, stopped back- 
, ing away ; almost, it seemed, stopped breathing. “ What 
do you mean ? ” she asked tunelessly at last. “ I was at the 

■ theatre with my daughter, with ” 

Paul Romaine,” said Inspector Vaughn gently, “ says 
you were with him, on Oyster Island.” 

She faltered : “ Paul. . . Her large dark eyes -were 
haunting. “ He — ^he said that ^ ” 

“ Yes, Mfs. Brad,” replied Isham gravely. “ We realise 
how painful this must be to you. It’s admittedly none of 
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our business provided it’s just that and nothing more. Tell 
us the truth, and we shan’t refer to it again,” 

“ It’s a lie ! ” she cried. She sat down suddenly in- a 
chintz chair. 

“ No, Mrs. Brad. It’s the truth. It matches the fact that, ^ 
although you and Miss Brad went to the Park-Theatre that 
night, only Mr. Lincoln and your daughter returned to this 
house in a taxi-cab. It matches the fact that the doorman 
of the Park Theatre saw a woman of your description leave 
in the middle of the first act that night, about nine o’clock. 

. . .. Romaine says he had an appointment with you, that 
you met him near the dock.” 

She covered her ears. “ Please,” she moaned. “ I 
crazy, I don’t know how it happened. I was a fool. . . • 
They looked at each other. Hester hates me. She wanted, 
him, too. She thought — she thought he was decent; . . . 
The age-lines showed with startling clarity, as if- newly 
etched, on her fiice. “ But he’s the worst sort of beast 1 ” 

** He won’t be doing that sort of thmg for a long time, 
Mrs. Brad,” said Inspector Vaughn grimly. “Nobody’s 
judging you, or trying to. Your life is your own, and if you 
were fool enough to get mixed up widi that highbinder, 
you’ve suffered enough, I suppose. All we’re interested in 
is ; How’d you get home and exactly what happened that 
night ? ” 

She twisted her fingers in her lap ; a dry sob choked her- 
“ I — I slipped out of the theatre early during the perform- 
ance ; I told Helene I didn’t feel well and insisted that she 
remain and wait for Jonah. ... I went to Pennsylvama 
Station and took the first train back — ^luckily there was one 
nearly at once I — I got off a station ahead and hired a 
taxi to a point near Bradwood. I walked the rest of the 
way and no one seemed to be about, so — ^so . . 

“ Naturally,” said Isham, ** you idn’t want Mr. Brad 
to know you had returned. We understand.^’ 

** Yes,” she whispered , her face was dyed'' a dull un- 
healthy red. ** I met—him at the dock.” 

“ What "time was it? ” 
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“ A hifle before ten-thirty.” 

** You’re sure .you saw and heard nothing ? You didn’t 
, meet anyone ? ” 

, "Yes.” She looked up with agony in her eyes. “Oh, 

- don’t you thi^ I’d have told — everything— if I had seen 
, spmetldng or someone ? And when — ^when I came back, 

I slipped into the house and right to my room.” 

Isham was about to ask another question, when the door 
opened quietly and Helene Brad appeared. She stood still, 
looking from her mother’s torn free to the faces of the men. 
What is it, mother ? ” she said, her -eyes steady. 

..Mrs. Brad buned her head in her hands and began to weep. 
So It’s come out,” whispered Helene. She closed the 
door, slowly^ “ You were too weak to keep it back.” She 
glanced' with contempt from Vaughn to Isham and went 
to the sobbing woman. " Stop crying, mother. If it’s known, 
it’s known ; other women have tried to recapture romance 

- and^ failed. God knows. . . .** 

“ Let’s get through,” said Vaughn. “ It’s as rotten for 
us as for you people. How did you and Lincoln know 
where your mother was that mght, Miss Brad ? ” 

, Helene sat down by her mother’s side and patted the 
broad twitching back. " There, mother. . . . When mother 
-left me that night— wellj I knew. But she didn’t know I 
knew. I was weak myself.” She stared at the floor. " I 

- "decided to wait for Jonah ; we had both noticed — ^well, 

- certain things before. When he came, I told him, and we 
returned home. I looked into' this room ; mother was in 
bed, asleep . . . The next morning, though, when you 
found the — the body . . .” 

" She confessed to you ? ” 

' " Yes.” 

‘ If I may ask two questions,” said Ellery soberly. The 
■"girl’s large eyes, so like her mother’s, turned on him, 

" When did you first suspect what was going on, Miss 
' Brad ? ” ' ^ 

" Oh ! ” She shook her head, as if she were m pain. 

" Weeks, weeks ago.” 
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** Do you thmlc your stepfatlier knew ? ” ^ 

Mrs. Brad raised her head suddenly ; her face was mottled ' 
with tears and rouge. “ No ! *’ she cried. ** No ^ - ‘ 

-Helene whispered : ** I*m sure he didn’t.” 

District Attorney Isham said : “ I think that’s enough,” 
curtly, and went to the door. “ Gome along.” He stepped 
into the hall. 

Meekly Inspector Vaughn, Professor Yardley and Ellery 
followed. 


21 : LOVERS’ dUARREL - ' 

** A PLETHORA of nothing,” remarked Ellery the next 
night, as he and Professor Yardley sat on Yardley’s lawn 
watching the star-pricked sky above Long Island. 

” Hmm,” said the Professor. Sparks of burning tobacco 
fell from his pipe as he sighed. To tell the truth, I’vfe 
been waiting for the fireworks to begin. Queen.” 

“ Patience. In a way, since this is the night of our celc- ^ 
brated Independence Day, you might expect the scene to 
crackle with fireworks. , . , There ! There’s a star-shell 
now ! ” 

They were silent as they watched a long finger of brilliant 
light zoom into the dark sky and burst in a flash of drop- 
ping velvet colours. The single shell seemed to be a signal ; 
instantly the entire coast of Long Island erupted, and for 
a space they sat and observed the celebration of me North 
Shore. Faintly, in the sky above the distant New York shore 
across the Sound, they made out answering flares, like tiny 
fireflies. 

The Professor grunted. ** I’ve heard so damned much 
about your pyrotechnical ability as a detective that the 
reality— sorry if I’m sacnleg^ous — ^lets me down. When 
do you commence. Queen ? I mean— when does Sherlock 
leap to his feet and damp the irons about the wrists of the 
dastardly murderer ? ” 
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. Ellery stared glumly at the crazy light-patterns darting 
and swirling before the Big Dipper. “ I’m beginning to think 
there won’t be a commenceinent — or a denouement. . . 

** Doesn’t look like it.” Yardley took the pipe out of his 
mouth. “ Don’t you think it was ill-advised to withdraw 
the troopers ? Temple told me about it this mommg ; he 
said that the Colonel of the county forces had issued the 
withdrawal order. Can’t see why, myself.” 

Ellery shrugged. “ Why not ? Obviously Krosac is after 
only two people — Stephen Megara and Andrew Van, or 
the Tvars, which ever you choose to call them. Megara 
has sufficient protection firom his watery isolation and 
Vaughn’s squad, and Van is well enough guarded by Iiis 
disguise. 

“ There are a great many elements in this second crime. 
Professor, which would bear discussion,; in their way they’re 
extraordinarily enlightening. But they don’t seem to go 
anywhere.” 

” I can’t think of any.” 

“ Really ? ” Ellery stopped to watch a hissing Roman 
candle. “ Do you mean to say you didn’t read the lull — 
and ^tremely interesting — story of the checkers ? ” ' 

; “ Checkers, eh ? ” Yardley*s short beard showed dimly 
before the glow of his pipe-bowI. ** I confess nothing about 
Brad’s last supper, so'to speak, struck me as significant.” 

“ Then I regain some of my lost self-esteem,” murmured 
Ellery. “ The sfory was very clear. But, hang it all, while 
it’s more conclusive than the mere guesses Vaughn and 
Isham have been making. . . .” He rose and plimged his 
hands into his pockets. “ I wonder if you’d excuse me ? 
I’ve got to walk off this fog in my brain.” 

“ Of course.” The Professor leaned back and sucked at 
'‘his pipe, staring after Ellery with a cunous intentness. 

Ellery maundered on under the stars and the fireworks 
Except for spasmodic flares, it was heavily dark ; the dark 
of countryside He crossed the road between Yardley s place 
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and Bradwood, groping bKndly, sniffing the night air, 
hstening to the feint sounds of festive boats on the water, 
worrying the bones of his brain like a frustrated terrier. 

Bradwood, except for a night-hght on the front porch 
—Ellery coidd make out, as he blimdered up -the drive- 
way, two detectives smoking there — was bleak and com- 
fortless. The trees loomed vaguely to his right, and more 
distantly to his left. As he passed the house one of the . 
detectives rose and cried : “ Who’s there ? ” 

Ellery put up one hand to shut off the blinding l^eam 
of a powerful flashlight. 

Oh,” said the detective. “ Excuse me, Mr. Queen.” 
The beam snapped off. 

Such alertness,” muttered Ellery, and walked on 
around the house. 

He wondered now why his feet should have turned in 
this dnection. He was approaching the little path which 
led to the grim totem-post' and the summer-house. The 
effluvium of fear which emanated from the path and its 
—-~g 03 h=^r:. perhaps it was his subconscious sensitivity to 
scenes of horror — gripped hiih, and he hastened by. The 
main path wzis black before him. 

Suddenly he stopped. Not far to the right, where the 
teimis-coiurt lay, people were talking. 

Now Ellery Queen was a gentieman, as gentlemen go, 
but one thing he had learned from the good Inspector, his 
father, who was a gentle soul in everything except his 
cynical familiarity with crime. And that was : ** Always 
listen to conversations.” The old man would say ; “ The 
only evidence that’s worth a red cent, son, is the conversa- 
tion of people who think they’re not being overheard. 
You listen at times like that and you’ll And out more than 
you could ill a hundred quizzes at the line-up ” 

So Ellery, a dutiful son, remained where he "was and 
listened. 

The voices were a man’s and a woman’s The tones of 
both were famfliar to his ears, but he could.not hear the 
words. Having stooped so low, there -was nothing to keep 
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“ nun from stoopmg even lower. With the stealth of an 
Indian he leaped from the noisy gravel on to tlie grass 
bordering the path, and began a cautious advance toward 
the source of the voices. 

A consciousness of their owners’ identities filtered 
through his brain. They were Jonah Lincoln and Helene 
Brad. 

They were seated, it seemed, at a garden-table to the 
west side of the tennis-court ; Ellery dimly recalled the lay 
of the land. He crept up to withm five feet of them and 
became rigid behmd a tree. 

“ It won’t do..you any good to deny it, Jonah Lincoln,” 
he heard Helene say in freezing tones. 

“ But, Helene,” said Jonah, “I’ve told you a dozen times 
that Romaine ” 

“ Bosh ! He wouldn’t be so indiscreet. Only — only you, 
with your peculiar ideas, your — ^your beastly coward- 
^ ice. r . 

^ “ Helene • ” Jonah was mortally wounded “ How can 
you say that? It’s true that, like Sir Galahad, I tried to 
lambaste him a couple, and that he knocked me cold, 
but I ” 

“ Well,” she said, “ perhaps that was unjust, Jonah.” 
There was a silence ; Ellery knew that she was struggling 
to keep back the tears. “ I can’t say you didn’t try, of 
course. But you’re always — oh, interfering.” 

Ellery visualised the scene as well as he could see. The 
young man, he was sure, had stiffened. “ Is that so ? ” 
said Jonah bitterly. “ Very well, that’s all I wanted to 
know. Interfering, hey ^ Just an outsider No right Very 
well, Helene. I shan’t’ interfere any more I’m going ” 

“Jonah ! ” There was pamc m her voice now. “ ^Vhat 
do you mean ? I didn’t ” 

“ I mean what I said,” growled Jonah. “ For years I’ve 
been just a good fellow, slaying like a dog for one man 
who spends all his time at sea and another who stayed 
Home playing checkers Well, that’s out • The damned 
salary isn’t worth it I’m going to leave with Hester, 
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by God, and I’ve tolcf your precious Megara so ! Told 
Viim this afternoon on the yacht. Let him run his own 
business for a change ; I’m sick and tired of doing it for' 
him.” ' 

' There was a taut little interval during which neither , 
antagonist said a word. Ellery, behind the security of his 
tree, sighed. He could imagine what was coming. 

He heard the soft escape of Helene’s breath, and sensed 
Jonah’s defensive rigidity. -‘-Afto all, Joe,” she whispered, 

“ it isn’t as if— as if you didn’t owe father’s memory some- 
thing. He — he did a lot for you, now, didn’t he ? ” No 
remark from Mr. Lincoln. “ And as for Stephen . . oh, ^ 
you haven’t said it this time, but I’ve told you so often - 
before that there’s nothing between us. Why should you 
be so — ^so poisonous about him ? ” 

” I’m no^ being poisonous,” said Jonah widi dignity. ' ^ 
“ You are ! Oh, Jonah. . . Another silence, during . 
which Ellery visualised the young lady either moving her 
chair closer or leaning, like Calypso, toward her victim. 

” I’ll tell you something I’ve never told you before I ” 

“ Eh ? ” Jonah -was startled. Then he said hastily 
” You needn’t, Helene I’m not at all interested — ^if it’s , 
about Megara, I mean.” ^ 

” Don’t be silly, Joe. Why do you think Stephen stayed 
away a whole year on this last trip of his ? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know. Probably foimd a hula-hula 
girl in Hawah whose style he liked.” 

“Jonah I That’s unkind. Stephen isn’t that sort, and 
you knoiv it. . . . I’ll tell you. It’s because he asked me to 
mam him. There ! That’s why.” She paused triumphantly. - 
“ Oh, yes ? Well,’’ growled Jonah, “ that’s one heck of 
a way to treat your intended bride. Go away for a year 1 
I wash both of you lots of luck.” ' ^ 

** But I — ^I refused him ! ” 

Ellery sighed again and crept back toward the path. 
The night was still bleak, as far as he was concerned. As 
for hfr. lincoln and Miss Brad. . . . Silence. Ellery rather 
fancied he knew what %vas happening. 
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. 82 : FOREIGN CORRESPONDENCE 

"I ^ ^ 

A ' 

/\ll the signs,” said Ellery to Professor Yardley 
two days later, on Wednesday, “ tell me that justice is 
'Wagging her tail and scuttiing for home.” 

“ Which means •* ” 

There are certain universal indications among balked 
policemen. I’ve lived with one, you know, all my hf6. . . . 
Inspector Vaughn is, m the modest word of the Press, 
baffled.^ He can’t put his finger on anything concrete. 
iSo Jie becomes the aggressive defender of law, chases 
people, whips his men into a frenzy of useless activity, 
barks, at his fi'iends, ignores his colleagues, and generally 
acts like little Rollo in a pet.” 

“The Professor chuckled. “ If I were you, I’d forget this 
case entirely. Relax and read the Ihad. Or something as 
nicely literary and heroic You’re paddling the same canoe 
as Vaughn. Except that you’re more graceful about the 
fact that it’s sinking.” ■ 

Ellery grunted and flipped his cigarette-butt into the 
grass. - 

' He was chagrined j more than that, he was worried. 
That the case offered no logical solution to his mind djd, 
^not disturb him half so much as that it seemed to have 
expired of inertia'. Where was Krosac ^ For what was he 
waiting ^ 

\Mrs Brad wept over her sins in the privacy of her 
boudoir. Jonah Lincoln, despite his threats, had returned 
to the offices of Brad & Megara and was contmuing to 
distnbute rugs to a rug-conscious America. Helene Brad 
floated about m a glow, barely touchmg the earth. Hester 
Lincoln,' after, a stormy session with Dr. Temple, had 
departed bag and baggage for New York. Dr. Temple 
thereafter prowled about Bradwood, pipe in mouth, his 
black face blacker than ever. From Oyster Island there was 
silence j occasionally old man Ketcham appeared, but he 

Hm , 
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tended his own business as he rowed his dinghy back -and 
forth with supplies and mail. Fox quietly ' continued to 
massage the lawns and drive the Brad cars. 

Andrew Van skulked in the West Virginia hills.' Stephen 
Megara kept to his yacht ; the crew, with the exception of 
Captain Swift, had been paid off and sent away vnth 
Inspector Vaughu*s permission. Megara’s personal body- 
guard of two detectives, who had lolled on Helene* s deck 
— drinking, smoking, playing casino — Megara insisted on 
dismissmg ; he was perfectly capable, he said curtly, of 
taking care of himself. The water-police, however, con- 
tinued to patrol the Sound. * « 

A cable from Scotland Yard had barely ruffled the 
monotony. It ran : 

FURTHER INVESTIGATION PERCY AND EUZABBTH LYNN 
IN ENGLAND UNSUCCESSFUL SUGGEST CHECK WITH 
CONTINENTAL POLICE 

So Inspector Vaughn acted, as Ellery said, -like little 
Rollo in a pet, and District Attorney Tsham shrewdly 
eased himself out of the case by the simple expedient of 
remaining in his office, and Ellery cooled himself in Pro- 
fessor Yardley’s pool, read Professor Yardley’s excellent 
books, and thanked his multifarious gods for a vacation — 
both of the body and the mind. At the same-time, he kept 
- One worried eye cocked on the big house across ffie road.^ 


On Thursday morning Ellery strolled over to Bradwood 
and found Inspector Vaughn sitting on the porch, a hand- 
kerchief between his sunburned neck and his wilted coUar, 
fanning himself and cursing the heat, the police force, 
Bradwood, the case, and himself in the same breath. 

“ Nothing, Inspector ? ” 

** Not a damned thing I ” ' ' ' 

Helene Brad came out of the house, cool as a spring 
cloud injber white organdie dress. She murmured a good- 
morning and, descending the steps, turned into the westerly 
path. . 
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' ‘M’ve just been giving the old oil to the newspapermen,” 
growled Vaughn. “ Progress Improvement This case’ll 
die of improvements, - Mr. Queen. Where the hell is 
Krosac ? ” “ 

“ A rhetorical question ” Ellery frowned over his cigar- 
ette. ** Frankly, I’m puzzled. Has he given up ? It doesn’t 
seem possible A madman never gives up. Then why is he 
marking time ? Waiting for us to retreat, to give up the case 
as a bad job ? *’ , 

“ You tell Vaughn muttered to himself,, and then 
added, “ I’ll stay here, by God, till Doomsday.” 

They lapsed into silence. In the garden arcled by the 
driveway moved the tall figure of- Fox, clad in corduroys, 
accompanied by the rattle of a lawn-mower. 

The Inspector sat up suddenly and Ellery, smoking with 
his eyes half-shut, started. The rattle had stopped. Fox 
was standing as still as a scouting brave, head cocked to- 
ward the west. Then he dropped the mower and broke 
into a nm, vaulting a bed of flowers. He ran toward the 
west 

They jumped up, and the Inspector shouted i ” Fox * 
What’s the matter ? ’-’ 

The man did not halt his leaping strides. He gestured 
toward the trees and yelled something which they could 
not make out 

Then they heard it. A faint scream. It came from some- 
where on the Lynn estate. ' 

“ Helene Brad ! ” cried Vaughn “ Come on ” 


When they burst into 'the clearing before the Lynn 
house they found Fox before them, kneeling on the grass 
and holding on his knee the head of a recumbent man. 
Hele/ie, her face as white' as her frock, stood over them 
clutching her breast 

“^Vhat’s happened?” panted Vaughn. “Why, it’s 
Temple -| ” * 

“ He — I thought he was dead,’|L quavered Helene. 
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Dr. Temple lay limply, eyes closed, Ks dari face ashen. 
There was a deep welt on his forehead. 

“ Bad knock, Inspector,” said Fox gravely. " I can’t 
bring him to.” 

“ Let’s get him into the house,” snapped the Inspector. 

“ Fox, you phone for a doctor. Here, Mr. Queen, help me 
lift him.” ^ ^ 

Fox sprang to his feet and hurried up the stone steps of 
the Lynn house. Ellery and Vaughn raised the still figure 
gently and followed. 

They entered a charming living-room — a living-roc«n 
which once had been charming, but which now looked as if 
vandals had swept through it. Two chairs were over- 
turned, the drawers of a secretary protruded from theif 
slots, a clock had been upset and its glass smashed- • • • 
Helene hurried away as they deposited the unconscious ■ 
man on a settee, and returned a moment later widi a basin 
of water. 

Fox was telephoning firantically. ” Can’t get Dr. Afersh, 

the nearest doctor,” he said. “ I’ll try ” 

“ Wait a minute,” said Vaughn. “ I think he’s coming 
to.” 

Helene bathed Dr. Temple’s forehead, dripped %vater 
between his lips. He groaned, and his ey^ fluttered ; he , 
groaned again, his arms quivered, and he made a weak 
attempt to sit up 

He gasped : “ I ” ' ' 

” Don’t try to talk yet,” said Helene softly. "Just lie > 
do^m and rest a moment.” Dr. Temple slumped back and 
closed his eyes, sighing. _ % ■ 

" Well,” said the Inspector, " this is a nice how-d’ye-do. 
Where the devil are the Lynns ? ” ' - 

" From the appearance of this room,” ‘said Ellery drily, 

" I should say they’ve skipped.” 

Vaughn strode flirough tihe doorway into the next room. 
Ellery stood and \\atched Helene stroke Dr. Temple’s 
cheeks ; he heard the Inspector stalking about the" rest of 
the house. Fox went to the front door and hesitated there. 
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Vaughn came back. He went to the telephone and called 
the Brad house. Stallings ^ Inspector Vaughn'. Get one of 
of my men to the phone right away. '. , . Bill ? Listen. The 
Lynns have taken it on the lam. You’ve got their descrip- 
tion. Charge — assault and battery. Get busy. I’ll give you 
more facts later.” 

I 

He jiggled the hook. “ Get me District Attorney Isham’s 
office in Mineola. . . . Isham^ Vaughn. Start the baU 
rolling Lynns skipped out.” 

He hung up and strode over to the settee. Dr. Temple 
opened his eyes and grinned feebly. “ All right, now, 
Temple ? ” 

“ Gad, what a whack ' I’m lucky he didn’t crack my 
skull.” , i 

Helene said : “ I walked over here to pay a mormng visit 
- to the Lynns.” Her voice trembled. “ I really can’t under- 
> stand It. When I got here I saw Dr Temple lying on the 
• ground.” 

.. “ What time is it ^ ” asked the physician, sitting up with 
a start. 

” Ten-thirty.” ^ 

He sank back. “ Out for two and a half hours. It doesn’t 
seem possible I remember coming to a long time ago, and 
I crawled toward the house — ^tried to, anyway But I must 
have fainted ” 

As Inspector Vaughn went to the telephone again to 
transmit this item to his lieutenant, Ellery said “You 
crawled ^ Then you weren’t struck at the spot at which we 
found you ^ ” 

“ I don’t know where you found me,” groaned Temple, 

“ but if you' ask that question — ^no. It’s a long story ” He 
waited until Vaughn hung up “For certain reasons I sus- 
pected the Lynns weren’t all they pretended to be. I sus- 
xpected it the momentT laid eyes on them Two weeks ago 
Wednesday night I came up here in the dark and heard 
them talk. "What they said made me beheve I was right 
~ Lynn had just come back from bur)^mg something. . . .” 

Burying something • ” yelled Vaughn. Ellery’s brows 
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contracted ; he looked at the Inspector, and the same 
thought was behind both men’s eyes. “ My God, Temple, 
why didn’t you tell us this at that time? Do, you realise 
what it was he must have buried ? ” 

“ Realise ? ” Temple stared, and then groaned again as 
pain stabbed across his bruised forehead. “ Why, of course. 
Do you know, too ? ” - ^ 

“ Do we know ! The head. Brad’s head ! ” 

Dr. Temple’s eyes were mirrors of astonishment. “ The 
head,” he repeated slowly. “ I never thought of that. “. . . 
No, I thought it was something else.” 

Ellery said swiftly : “ What ? ” 

“ It was a few years after the War. I’d been released from 
the Austrian internment camp and was knocking about 
Europe, getting the feel of free legs again. In Budap«t . . . 
well, I became acquainted with a certain couple. We were 
stopping at the same hotel. One of the guests, a German 
jeweller named Bundelein, was foimd trussed up in his 
room, and a valuable consignment cf jewds which he was 
taking back to Berlin was missing. He accused die couple 
they had disappeared. . . . When I saw the Lynns here, 

I \vas almost positive they were the same people. Their 
name at that time was Truxton — ^Mr. and Mrs. Percy 
Truxton. . . . Gad, my head. From the alterations Lynn 
made in my vision, I could almost qualify as a telescope 
capable of seeing stars of the fifteenth magnitude I ” 

“ I can’t believe it,” murmured Helene. “ Such nice 
people 1 They were lovely to me in Rome. Cultured, ap- 
parently wealthy, pleasant. ...” 

“ If it’s true,” said Ellery thoughtfully, “ that the Lynns 
are what Dr. Temple accuses them of being, then they had ' 
good reason to be nice to you. Miss Brad. It would have 
been child’s play for them to look you up and discover you 
%vere the daughter of an Amencan millionaire. And then, , 
if they bad pulled a job in Europe. . . .” 

“ Combine business and pleasure,” snapped the In- 
spector. “ I guess you’re right. Doc, They must have 
buried some loot. WTiat happened this morning ? ” 
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Dr. Temple smiled thinly. “"This morning? I’ve been 
snooping around here at odd times for the past two weeks. 
. . . This morning I came over, certain at last that I knew 
where the stuff was buried, for I’d been searching for it 
I went directly to the spot, and had begun to dig when I 
looked up to find the man in front of me Then the whole 
world fell on my head and that was the last I knew. I sup- 
pose Lynn, or Truxton, or whatever his name is, spied me, 
realised the game was up, knocked me out, dug up the 
loot, and beat it with his wife.” 

Dr. Temple insisted he was able to walk. With Fox sup- 
porting him he staggered out of the house and into the 
woods, the others following. They found, only thirty feet 
in the woods, a gaping hole in the grassy earth. It was 
roughly a foot square. 

“ No wonder Scotland Yard couldn’t trace ’em,” re- 
marked Vaughn as they made their way back to Bradwood. 
' “ Phony names. , . . I’ve got a nice juicy bone to pick with 
_ you. Temple; Why in hell didn’t you come to me with your 
story ^ ” 

- ** Because I was a fool,” said the physician glumly. ** I 

wanted the full glory of the revelation. And then I wasn’t 
-sure — didn’t feel like accusing possibly innocent people. 
I’d hate to see them get away ! ” 

“ No fear of that. We’ll have ’em under lock and key 
to-night.”' 

But, as it turned out, Inspector Vaughn was over-sanguine 
Night came, and the Lynns were still at liberty. No trace 
whatever was found of them, or of a couple answering to 
their , description. 

“ Must have split-up and disguised themselves,” growled 
Vaughn He sent a cable to police officers in Pans, Berlin, 
Budapest, and Vienna. 

« • • • m ^ • 9 • 

i 

Friday came and went, and still no news from the far- 
flung draggers seeking the escaped English couple. Their 
descriptions were posted, with copies of their passport 
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photographs, on a thousand bulletin-boards in sheriffs’ 
offices and pohce headquarters throughout the county. 
The Canadian and Mexican borders were dosdy watched: 
But the Lynns proved once again the difficulty of^ pluck- 
ing two ants out of the enormous nest of metropolitan- 
America. 

“ Must have had a hideaway all fixed up for just such an 
emergency,” said Inspector Vaughn disconsolatdy. '** But 
we’re hound to get ’em after a while. They can’t hide out 
for ever.” 

On Saturday morning three cables arrived from abroad. 
One was from the Prefect of Police in Paris 

PAIR AS DESCRIBED WANTED BY PARIS POLICE FOR 
ASSAULT AND ROBBERY IN I925 KNOWN HERE AS 
MISTER AND MRS PERCY STRANG 

\ 

The second came from Budapest ; 

A PERCY TRUXTON AND WIFE WANTED BY BUDAPEST 
POLICE FOR JEWEL THEFT SINCE I92O FIT YOUR DE-" 
SCRIPTION 

The third, and most informative, came from Vienna t 

^AIR ANSWERING DESCRIPTION KNOWN HERE AS PERCY 
AND BETH ANNIXTER WANTED FOR SWINDLING FRENCH 
TOURIST OUT OF FIFTY THOUSAND FRANCS AND THEFT , 

OF VALUABLE JEWELRY IN SPRING OF LAST YEAR IF SUCH 
PAIR HELD BY AMERICAN POLICE DESIRE IFTMEDIATE 
EXTRADITION BOOTY NEVER RECOVERED 

/ 

There followed a detailed description of the stolen jewels. 

“ There’s going to be a s^veet international tongle when 
we lay hands on ’em,” muttered the Inspector as he, Ellery 
and Professor Yardley sat on the Bradwood porch. 
Wanted by prance, Hungary, and Austria.” 

“ Perhaps the World Court will call a special session,” ' 
remarked Ellery. 

The Professor made a face. ** Sometimes you annoy me. 
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-Why can’t you be precise ? It’s the Permanent Court of 
International Justice, and such a session would be termed 
‘ extraordinary,’’ not special.” 

, “ Oh, Lord I ” said Ellery, rolling his eyes. 

“ Guess Budapest has first sock,” said Vaughn. “ Nine- 
teen-twenty.” - 

r “I shouldn’t be surprised,” ventured the Professor, “ if 
Scotland Yard wants them, too.” 

- “ Not likely. They’re a thorough bunch. If they didn’t 
recognise the description, you can bet your last bib that 
there’s no critninal record against them in London.” 

“ If .they really are British,” said Ellery, “ they’d have 
kept away from England. Although the -man might very 
well have been Central European in origin. An Oxford 
accient is one of the most easily acquired of elegances ” 

“ One thing is sure,” said the Inspector. “ That swag 
they buried was the ice and the dough from the Vieima 
job. I’ll send the alarm out to the Jewellers’ Assoaation and 
the regular channels. But it’s a waste of time. It isn’t likely 
they’re well enough acquainted with American fences ; 

' and they won’t dare go near legitimate dealers unless tliey’re 
short of cash.” ' 

“ I wonder,” murmured Ellery with a far-away look in 
his eyes, “ why your correspondent in Yugo-Slavia hasn’t 
, answered ? ” 


V There was an excellent reason, ft turned out later in the 
day, for "the tardiness of Inspector Vaughn’s Yugo-Slavian 
coUeague. They were examimng reports on the progress of 
the Lynn search as they came in by telegraph and telephone 
every few imnutes. 

A detective galloped up waving an envelope. ** Cable, 
Chief!” 

- “ Ah,” said Vaughn, snatching the message,/' now we’ll 

know.” 

“But the cable, which came from Belgrade, capital 
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of Yugo-Slavia, sent by the Minister of Police, merely 
said : 


EXCUSE DELAY REPORT ON TVAR BROTHERS AND VELJA 
KROSAC DUE TO OFFICIAL DISAPPEARANCE OF MONTE- 
NEGRO AS SEPARATE NATTON MONTENEGRIN RECORDS 
DIFFICULT TO LOCATE ESPECIALLY OF TWENTY YEARS , 
AGO NO QUESTION AS TO ADTHENnClTY OF BOTH FAMI- - 
LIES HOWEVER AND EXISTENCE OF BLOOD FEUD OUR 
AGENTS WOKKINO ON CASE AND WILL CABLE REPORT 
OF SUCCESS OR FAILURE WITHIN FORTNIGHT 


23: COUNCIL OF WAR ^ 

Sunday, Monday. ... It was remarkable how little 
was accomplished, how tiny was the store of genuine facts 
they had been able to save jfrom the wreckage of the mur- 
ders. The Inspector, Ellery felt sure, would succumb to 
apoplexy as the ubiquitous British evaders of the law con- 
tinued at large. And always the same question arose to 
plague their dreary conferences, their desperate discussions 
of ways and means : Where was Krosac ? Or, if in his amaz- 
ing way" he was one of the chief actors in the drama,' who 
was he and why did he delay ? His vengeance was incom- 
plete ; that- he had been swayed by fear of apprehension 
or the constant presence of the police from attempting the 
lives of The two remaining Tvar brothers was incredible, 
considering the nature of his crimes. 

“ Our defence of Andreja,” said Ellery sadly on Monday - 
evening to the Professor, ** has been too perfect The only 
explanation I can offer for Krosac’s continued inactivity is ' 
that he still doesn’t know where — ^and in what guise — Van 
is. We’ve fooled him ” 

" And ourselves,” remarked Yardley. “ I’m becommg the 
least bit bored, Queen. If this is the exciting life of a man- 
hunter, I’m content to track down the source of a historical 
fact for the rest of my sedentary days. I invite you to join 
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me. You’ll find it infinitely more turbulent than this Did 
I ever tell you how Boussard, the French army officer, found 
that famous basaltic stele in Lower Egypt which has meant 
so" much to Egj^tologists — the Rosetta Stone ? And how for 
thirty-two years, “until GhampoUion came along to decipher 
its triple message of the reign of Ptolemy V, it 
remained ? ” 

“ It remains,” said Ellery disconsolately, “a minuscule 
compared with the gigantic problem of Krosac Wells must 
have had him in mind when he wrote The Invisible Man'^ 


That evening Stephen Megara came to life. 

/ Ho stood in the centre of the drawing-room in the 
Colonial mansion of his murdered brother grimly surveying 
his audience. Inspector Vaughn was there, fuming m a 
Sheraton chair, and gnawmg his finger-nails with vexation., 
Ellery sat with Professor Yardley, feeling stupid under the 
accusing glare of Megara’s eyes Helene Brad and ' Jonah 
Lincoln occupied a sofa, both uneasy ; their fingers were 
intertwined. District Attorney Isham, summoned peremp- 
torily from h^eola by the yachtsman, twiddled his 
thumbs and coughed incessantly in the doorway. Captain 
Swift, fumbling with his cap, stood behind his employer, his 
scraggy neck testing from side to side under the torture of 
a stiff collar. Dr. Temple, umnvited but asked to remain, 
stood before the' dark fireplace. 

“ Now everybody listen to me,” said Megara in a sliarp 
voice, “ but you especially — ^Inspector Vaughn and Mr. 
Isham It’s three weeks since my — ^smee Brad was done m. 
I’m' back ten- days. Please tell me what you’ve accom- 
plished.” 

Inspector Vaughn squirmed in the Sheraton, and 
snarled • “ I don’t like your tone, Mister. You damned well 
know we’ve done the best we can ” _ 

“ Not good enough,” snapped Megara. “ Not by half. 
Inspector. You know whom you’re after. You’ve even got 
a partial desenption of him It seems to me that with all 
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the forces at your command and disposal it would be .a 
^simple matter to collar your man.” - ' ' 

Er — ^it’s just a matter of time, Mr. Megara,” said Isham 
in a placating voice. The bald spot surrounded by his 
grey hair was wedy led. — It’s really not simple, you' 
know.” 

Vaughn said sarcastically : “ You know, Mr. Megara, it 
hasn’t been all Grod’s truth here, either. You people your- 
selves have wasted a lot of our tune. None of you’s been 
stricdy on the up-and-up.” 

“ Nonsense ! ” 

Vaughn rose. “ And that,” he added with a wolfish 
snule, “ goes for you, too, Megara ! ” 

The yachtsman’s hard face did not change expression. 
Behind him Captain Swift swiped at his lips ■mth a blue 
sleeve and dug his maimed hand into a bulging podket. 
“ WTiat the devil do you mean ? ” 

** Now, Vaughn,” began the District Attorney, worriedly. 

“ Now, Vaughn nothing I You let me handle this, 
Isham.” The Inspector stamped forward, a solid menace, 
and stood so close to Megara that their chests touched. 
“ You want a showdown, do you ? Okay by me. Mister ! 
Mrs. Brad gave us the runaround, and she was upheld in 
her phony story by her daughter and Lincoln, Fox led us a 
merry chase, and wasted our valuable time and a lot of 

effort. Dr. Temple here the physician started, then 

quietly studied Vaughn’s harsh profile as he began to fill 
his pipe, “ was in possession of important information and 
tried to act the shiny hero by nabbing two crooks — ^and 
maybe worse — all by his lonesome. Result — ^the crooks 
make a clean getaway and he gets a sock on the nut. 
Deserv'cd it, by Judas ! ” 

“You said something,” replied Megara evenly, eyes" 
locked in the Inspector’s, “ about me. In what way have I 
hindered your investigation ? ” - 

“ Inspector Vaughn,” drawled Ellery. Don’t you think 
you’re acting rather — er — ^impulsively ? ” 

“ And I don’t want any of your lip cither i ” shouted 
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Vaughn without turning. He was thoroughly aroused, and 
his eyes bulged as the cords of his neck tightened. “ All 
rights Megara. The' other 'day you told us a certain 
story. . .' .” 

Megara’s tall figure did not stir. “ Well ? 

' , Vaughn smiled a nasty smile. “ Well Think it over.” 

“ I don’t understand,” leplied Megara coldly. Be 
explicit.” 

Vaughn,” pleaded Isham. 

" I’ll be what I damn’ please. You'know what I’m talking 
about. Three men left a certain place in a hurry a certain 
number of years ago. Why ^ ” 

» Megara’s eyes dropped for the briefest instant. But when 
he spoke, his tone was puzzled. “ I told you why.” 

■ “ Sure. Sure you did. I’m not questioning what you told 
us. I’m questioning what you didnH tell us ” 

. , Megara' stepped back, sljrugged, smiled. I really 
believe. Inspector, that this investigation has gone to your 
brain. I told you the truth Naturally, I couldn’t give you 

a twelve-hour autobiography. If I left“anything out ” 

It’s because you thought it wasn’t important ? ” 

. Vaughn laughed shordy. “ I’ve heard that before ” He 
turned and took two steps toward his chair ; then he 
swung about to face the yachtsman again. “ But remember 
-^when you call us to account — that our job isn’t just look- 
ing for a killer. It’s fishing through a lot of tangled motives, 
concealed facts, and downnght lies, too Just remember 
that ” He sat down, blowing his flat cheeks out. 

- Megara shook his wide shoulders. “ I’m afi-aid we’ve 
strayed from the point. I didn’t call this council of war to 
bicker or to start ah argument If I gave you that impression. 
Inspector, I apologise ” Vaughn grunted. “ I have some- 
thing definite in mind.” - 

' “That’s fine,” 'said Isham heartily, stepping forward. 

“ Dandy, Mr. Megara. That’s the spirit We can certainly 
use a constructive suggestion.” 

“ I don’t know hoW constructive it is ” Megara spread 
his legs. " We’ve all been waiting for Kftisac to strike. 
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Well, he hasn t. But you can take my word for if that he*s 
going to.’* 

“ \\%at d*ye intend to do ? ’* asked the Inspector tartly., 
“ Send him an invitation? ” 

“ Exactly.’ Megara’s eyes bored into Vaughn’s. Why 
can’t we rig up a trap for him ? ” 

Vaughn was silent. Then : A' trap, hey ? ^^TLat have 
you iii mind ? *'* 

The yachtsman’s white teeth glistened. “ Nodiing defi- 
nite, Inspector. After all, your experience in such matters' 
qualifies you rather than me. . . . But knowing Krosac will 
come eventually, %ve have nothing to lose. He -wants me, 
does he ? Well, let him have me — .1 think your continued 
presence around here has made him lie low. If you stay 
here for another month, he’ll contmue to lie low for another 
month. But if you should go away, for example, confess 
yourself beaten. . . .’’ 

“ An excellent idea ! ” cried the District Attorney. 
“ Mr. Megara, you’re to be congratulated. It’s deplorable 
that we haven’t thought of it before. Of course Krosac 

wnn t strike while the police are infesting the place ’ 

‘ And he’ll be pretty damned careful not to stdke when 
we fade out of here all of a sudden,’’ grumbled Vaughn. 
Nevertheless, his eyes were thoughtful. “ He s a brainy 
scallywag, and I’m sure he'd smell a rat. . . . But there is 
something in what you say,' he added grudgingly. “ It’ll 
bear thinking about.” 

Ellery sat foiward, eyes gleaming. “ Commendable 
courage, Mr. Ivlegara. Of course, you reahse what the 
consequences of failure will be ? ” 

Megara did not smile. “ I haven’t knocked about the 
world without' taking chances, ’ he said grimly. “ I don't 
underestimate his shmy cleverness, mind you. But it isn t 
really taking a chance If we work it properly, he'll try to 
do me in. And I’U be ready for him — the Captain and I — 
eh, Captain ? ” 

Tlie old seaman said gruffly . “ I nev^cr scenn. hard case 
>et that you couldn’t settle his hash with a marlinspike. 
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That, was m th’ oW days. T’day I got a mce new gun, and 
so’ve youf Mr. Megara. We’ll handle the dirty lubber.” 

' “ Stephen,” said Helene , she had withdrawn her hand 
front Lincoln’s and was staring at the yachtsman. “ You 
can’t' mean to leave yourself without any protection at all 

from that horrible nfamac ! Don’t ” 

' I can take care of myself, Helene . . . What do you 
say. Inspector ^ ” 

Vaughn got to his feet. “ I’m not sure. It’s a big responsi- 

- biBty for me to assume. The only way I could do it would 
I be to make a femt at withdraiving my men from the 

grounds and the Sound, but to lay an ambush aboard your 

- boat. . . .” 

Megara frowned. “ Too clumsy. Inspector. He’d be 
sure to suspect ” 

" Well,” said the Inspector stubbornly, “ you’ll have to ' 
' give me time to think it over. We’ll let ’er ride as she is 
for a while. I’ll let you know m the mormng.” 

Very well,” Megara tapped the pocket of his yachts- 
man’s coat “ Meanwhile, I’m ready. I’m not going to 
skulk aboard the Helene hke- a lily-livered yellow-belly for 
the rest of my life. The sooner Krosac takes a crack at me 
the.better I’ll hke it.” 

" What do you think? ” asked Professor Yardley later, 
as he and Ellery stood at the eastern wing of the Brad house 
witching Megara and Captain Swift stride rapidly down 
the path, in the dun illumination of the house lights, 
toward the Gove. 

“ I think,” said Ellery with a scowl, “ that Stephen 
Megara is a fool.” 


Stephen Megara had scant tune m which to display his 
courage — or his foohshness 

The next morning, Tuesday, while Ellery and the 
Professor were at breakfast, a man ran mto the Professor’s 
dining-room, uhmindfiil, of old Nanny’s scandalised 
protests, with a message from Vaughn. 



240 THE EGYPTIAN GROSS MYSTERY 

Captain Swift had been discovered in his cabin aboard 
the Helene a few moments before trussed up and uncon- 
scious fisom a vicious blow at the back of his head.- * 

Stephen Megara’s headless body -had been discovered, 
stark and homble, lashed to one of the antenna-masts 
above the superstructure. ' ' » - 





-PART^-IV: CRUCIFIXION OF A 
DEAD MAN 

t — 

“ Mar^ tnvesiigations hinge on the detective's observa- 
tion of a tiny discrepancy One of the most annoying cases 
in the records of the Prague police was solved after six 
weeks of pure darkness when a young Sergeant*recalled ‘ 
the seemingly insigmfcant detail that four grains of nee 
had been found trpjie trouser cuff of the dead man " 

— Vittorio Maltnohi 






24 : T’S AGAIN 


It wa's a silent company that embarked from the main- 
land to the Helene that mormng. A silence enforced by the 
horror of this swift and murderous act after long days of 
lull a silence of the stunned Ellery, pale as his hnen suit, 
stood nei^ously at the rail of /the big police launcjb and 
stared at the yacht. It did not require a queasy landsman’s 
stomach to make him feel sick ; the nerves of his stomach 
were stabbing and- throbbing, and he tasted bitter nausea in 
his dry mouth. The Professor standing quietly at his side 
was 'muttering, over and over “ Incredible. Monstrous.” 
'Even 'the detectives accompanying them were subdued ; 
they all kept studying the trim lines of the yacht as if they 
had never seen it b^ore. 

' ' Men moved rapidly about the deck. The centre of activity 
- seemed to be^bout the superstructure amidships , a little 
knot of men stood there, the vortex, and grew every instant 
as police laimches anchored alongside and their crews of 
police and detectives clambered aboard 

Andj hmned clearly against the placid mormng sky, 
was that ghastly symbol,- clad in blood-smeared pyjamas 
It was stiffly attached to the first of the two antenna-masts. 
It resembled nothing human, least of all that vigorous, 
waim-blooded man who had spoken to them a bare twelve 
hours before. It mocked them from its position of eminence , 
its two legs, strapped to the mast, were attenuated out of 
all proportion to human shape ; the whole dreadful effig>' 
of flesh gave the- illusion of heroic size. 

“ Christ on Golgotha,” croaked Piofessor Yardley. 

“ Lord, It’s hard to believe, hard to believe ” His lips weie 
ashen. _ . - 

“ I’m not a rehgious man,” said Ellery slowly, “ but for 
God’s sake. Professor, don’t blaspheme. .Yes, it’s hard to 



244 THE EGYPTIAN CROSS MySTERY 


believe. You read the old stories, history — of Caligula, of 
the Vandals, of Moloch, of the Assassins, of the Inquisition. 
Dismemberments, impalements, flayings . -. . blood, the' 
pages are ^vritten in blood. You read. . . But mere reading 
doesn’t begin to give you the fuU, the hot and smoldng 
horror of it. Most of us can’t grasp the monstrous versatility 
of madmen bent on destroying the human body. . Here 
in the Twentieth Century, despite our gang-wars, the Great 
War, the pogroms still raging in Europe, we have no clear 
conception of the true horror of human vandalism.” 

“ Words, just words,” said the Professor stiffly. “ You 
don’t Imow, and I don’t know. But I’ve heard stories of 
returned soldiers. ...” ' - - 

“ Remote,” muttered Ellery. “ Impersonal. Mass mad- 
ness can never be so directly sickening as the orgiastic 
Satanism of individual madness. Oh, hell, let’s stop it. I feel 
sick enough.” 

Neither man said another %vord until the launch drew 
alongside the Helene and they had chml^Bd the ladder to 
the deck. 


Of all the busy men holding down the Helene" s decks that 
mormrig. Inspector Vaughn seemed the least touched by- 
the phantasmagoric nuances of the crime. To Jiim,this was 
business — bad business, ‘fantastic and bloody business, to 
be sure, but quite m the Ime of duty ;*and if his eyes rolled 
and his mouth said bitter things it was not because Stephen 
Megara — ^into whose living eyes he had glared the night 
before — ^hung like a figure of red and mutilated wax on the 
antenna-mast, but because he was horrified by the shoddng 
inefficiency, as he evidently beheved it to be, of his subordi- ' 
’ nates. ^ 

He was storming at a lieutenant of ivater-police. ” No- 
body got by 3'-ou last night, you say ? *’ 

“ No, Inspector. I'd snear to it.” 

’* Stop ahbi-ing. Somebody did get by ! ” 

**^^c were on the look-out all night. Inspector. Of 
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course^ we had only four boats, and it’s physically possible 

that , 

“ Physically possible ? ” sneered the Inspector HeU, 
man, it was done ! ” 

The lieutenant, a young man, flushed. “ Might I sug- 
gest, Inspector, that he came fi*om the mainland ? After 
all, we could protect only the north, the Sound side of the 
' yacht. Why couldn’t he have come out from Bradwood or 
"near by ? ” 

“ When I want your opinion. Lieutenant, I’ll ask for 
it.” The Inspector raised his voice. “ Bill ! ” 

A man in ^jlain-olothes stepped out of a group of silent 
detectives. 

'** What have you got to say for yourself^ ” 

Bill 'rubbed his unshaven jaw and looked humble. 
“ That’s a lot of territory we’ve got to cover. Chief. I’m 
not saying he didn’t come that way. But if he did, you 
really can’t blame us You know yourself how easy it is to 
make a sneak through a bxmch of trees.” > 

“ Listen, men.” Lhe Inspector stepped back and clenched 
his nght fist ; they listened. ** I don’t want any debates or 
ahbis, imderstand ? I want facts. It’s important to know 
how he got to the yacht. If he came across the Sound from 
the New York shore, that’s important. If he came from the 
Long Island mainland, that’s important. Chances are he 
didn’t go through Bradwood itself. He’d know it »was 

patrolled. Bill, I want you to 

A launch shot alongside, towing a row-boat which Ellery 
through the sickish haze before his eyes, dimly recognised 
A policeman stood up and shouted : We got it ! ” 

They all ran to the rail “ \^'hat’s fliat ? ” cried Vaughn. 

Found this row-boat floatm’ in the Sound,” yelled the 
offica:. “ Markings show she belongs to that estate next 
door to Bradwood.” 

A light leaped into Vaughn’s eyes. “ The Lynn boat ! 
Sure, that’s the answer. Anythmg in it, officer ? ” ' 

” Nothing except the oars.” 

The Inspector spoke -rapidly 'to the man named Bill : 
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Take a couple of the boys and go over that Lynn estate. 
Examine the slip especially, and the ground around it for' 
footprints Go over every inch of the place.' See if you can 
trace the guy before he got there.” 

Ellery sighed. A ripple went through the mass of men 
about him. Orders were shouted, detectives scrambled 
• overside, Vaughn strode about. Professor Yardley leaned 
against the door of the radio operator’s cubicle — above 
which loomed the antenna-masts and Stephen Megara’s 
body. District Attorney Isham bent over the* rail %vith a 
greenish look about him. A little motor-boat scooted up 
•with Dr. Temple, his face staurtled ; on the Bradwbod dock , 
a group of tiny men — ^\\'omen, too, from the white skirts. . . . 

A little moment of quiet ensued. The Inspector came 
over to where Ellery stood with the Professor, learied 
against the door on his elbow, stuck a cigar into his mouth, 
and looked contemplatively up at the rigid corpse. 

** Well, gendemen ? ” he said. “ How do you like it ? ” 

” Ghasdy,” muttered the Professor. “ A perfect night-^^ 
mare of insanity. The T’s again.” '' 

Ellery was struck by a litde blow of surprise. Of course ! 
In the unsetded state of his emotions he had entirely over- 
looked the significance of the anteima-mast as an instru- 
ment of crucifbtion The upright of the mast,' and the 
horizontal bar at the' top from which the aerial ■wires were 
strung to the corresponding bar on the other side of the. 
cabin roof, resembled nothing so much as a slender steel 
capital T. . . . He noticed now, for the first time, that tivo 
men were on the roof behind the crucified body. One he 
rccogmsed as Dr. Rumsen, the Medical Examiner.; tlie 
other he had never seen before — a dark, lean old man with 
a look of the sea about him 

“Tlicy’Il be taking the body down in a minute,” re- 
marked the Inspector. “ That old bird up there is a sailor 
— ej^crt on knots. I wanted him to have a look at the 
lashings before we cut the body down, . . . ^Vhat d’ye say, 
Rollins ? ” he shouted at the old man. 

The knot-expert shook his head and straightened up. 
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No sailor ever- tied them knots, Inspector. Just about as 
clumsy as a ‘prentice hand would tie ’em. And another 
thing. They’re the same kind o* knots as on that clothes- 
line y’gave me three weeks ago.” 

“ Good ! ” said the Inspector cheerfully. “ Take him 
down. Doc.” He turned back. “ Used clothes-hne again 
— ^guess he didn’t want to waste time looking for rope on 
board It isn’t as if this were an old sailing-vessel, y’know. 
Same knots as we found on the r6pe used to lash Brad to 
the totem-pole.\Same knots, same man.” 

“ Not necessarily a sequituty^ said Ellery, “ but with .the 
other things you’re perfectly right Exactly what is the story, 
Inspector ? I understand Captain Swift was assaulted.” 

“ Yes. The poor old mutt is still out. Maybe he can tell 
us something. . . . Gome up here, Doc,” said Vaughn to 
Dr. Temple, who was still standing in his motor-boat along- 
side, hesitantly, as if he did not know 'whether to board 
the yacht or not, “ we’ll need you.” Temple nodded and 
climbed the ladder. 

“ Good Godj” he said, stanng with fascination at the 
body, and went up to the radio operator’s cabin Vaughn 
pointed to the wall and Dr. Temple found a skeleton ladder 
at the side of the cabin, which he climbed. 

Ellery clucked to himself ; the shock of the tragedy had 
so uimerved him that he had not observed the unsteady 
~ trail of blood on the deck. It ran in gobs and spatters from 
Megara’s cabin farther aft to the ladder leading up to the 
roof of the radio operator’s cabin. . . .- On the roof Dr. 
Temple greeted Dr. Rumsen, mtroducing himself, and the 
two men, aided by the old sailor, began the unpleasant 
task of cutting down the body. 

The story -is this,” resumed Vaughn qmckly. “ The 
body was seen as you see it now from the Bradwood dock 
this morning by one of my men. We beat it over here and 
found Captain Swift tied like an old chicken in his cabin, 
out like a light, with a bloody gash at thoback of his head 
Gave him a little first-aid, and he’s resting now. You might 
take a look at Captain Swift, Doc I ” he yelled up at 
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Temple, “ as soon as you’re through up there.” Temple 
nodded, and the Inspector continued : “ Dr. JRumsen fixed 
the old man up a little as soon as he got here. Far as I can 
see — damned few facts — ^ilfs a plain story. There was no- 
body aboard here last night except Megara and^the Cap- . 
tain. Krosac somehow got to that Lynn ^tate, took the 
row-boat which has been-tied to the slip there, and rowed 
out to the yacht. It \vas plenty dark last night, and the 
only light on the yacht came from the regular ridmg-lights. 
Boarded, knocked the Captain on the head and trussed 
him up, then sneaked into Megara’s cabin and did him in. .. 
The cabin’s a mess— ^ust like the summer-house was in the 
Brad murder.” 

** There’s a bloody T somewhere, of course ? ” asked - 
Ellery. 

“ On the door of Megar^s cabin.” Vaughn scraped his 
blue jaws. “ When I stop to think of it, it’s absolutely un-. 
believable. I’ve seen plenty of murder in my time, -but 
nothing as cold-blooded as this ; and don’t forget, whefi 
■we investigate a Camorra kill, for instance, we find fancy 
carving ! You go into that cabin and see what’s there. . 
Or maybe you’d rather not. It looks like the inside of a 
butcher-shop. He hacked Megara’s head off right on. that' 
floor, and there’s enough blood splashed about in there to 
paint the yacht red.” The Inspector added thoughtfully : 

** It must have been a man’s-sizc job toting Megara’s body 
from the cabin up that ladder to the top of the radio opera- 
tor’s cubby-hole, but I guess it ■wasn’t any tougher than 
stringing Brad up on the totem-pole. Krosac must be one 
hefty guy.” 

“ It seems to me,” said Professor Yardley, “ that he 
couldn’t avoid being splashed with the blood of his victim, 
Inspector, Don’t you think there may be a trail to a man ^ 
with blood-stained clothes ? ” 

” No,” said Ellery before Vaughn could reply. “ This . 
crime, like the murder of Kling and the murder of Brad,- 
was planned in advance. Krosac knew that his crime would 
entail the spilling of blood, so he provided himself in each 


' '■ cjRUCIFIXION OF A DEAX> MAN 249 

X case withf a change of clothing. . . . Really elementary, 
Professor. I should say, Inspector^- that your trad wdl lead 
^ to a limping man who carried either a' brmdle or a small 
^eap vahse. It isn’t likely that he would wear the change 
' of garments underneath those which he knew would be- 

- come bloodied.” 

' “ Never thought of that,” confessed Vaughn. “ A good 

point. But I’ll take care of both ends — ^I’ve got men out 
^.all along the hne on the prowl for Krosac.” He leaned 
over the side and shouted an order to a man in a launch ; 
the launch departed at once. 

By -this time the body had been cut down, and Dr. 
Rumsen was kneeling on the roof of the cabin beneath the 
-denuded antenna-mast ex aminin g the corpse. Dr. Temple 
.had descended some minutes before, talked to Isham at 
the rail, and then turned aft A few moments later they 

- all followed, botmd for Captain Swift’s cabin. 

. They found Dr. Temple bending over the prone figure 
of the old sailing-master. Captain Swift was lying in a bunk, 
eyes closed The top of his tousled old head was caked with 
‘ diy blood. - ' ' 

He’s coming around,” said the physician. «“ Bad /gash 
diere, worse than the.one I got It’s lucky he’s such a tough 
“ * old fellow ; it might easily have given him concussion of the 
brain.” 

The Captain’s cabm was in no way disordered ; here, 
at*any rate, the murderer had met with little resistance. 
Ellery noted that a stubby automatic lay on a table within 
arm’s length of the bunk. 

“ Not fired,” said Vaughn, observing the direction of his 
glance. “ Swift didn’t get a chance to grab it, I guess ” 

The old man uttered a hollow retching groan, and his 
eyelids twitched open to reveal glassy, faded eyes. He stared 
' up, at -Dr. Temple fixedly for a moment, and then his head 
turned in a slow arc to regard the others. A swift spasm of 
pam contracted his body ; it convulsed like a snake fi'om 
head to foot, and he closed his eyes. When he opened them 
again, the -glassmess had gone. 
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“ Take it easy, Captain,** said the ph^ician. " Don*t_ 
move your head. I’ve a little decoration for you.’* They 
noticed that the wound had been treated. Dr. Temple 
rummaged in a medicine cabinet, found a roll of bandage, 
and widiout a word being spoken by anyone swathed the 
wounded head imtil the old sea-dog resembled a war 
casualty. - - - ' 

“ Feel all right now. Captain?” asked District Attorney 
Isham eagerly. He was panting in his zeal to talk to the 
old man. ‘ v ' ' 

Captain Swift grunted. “Reckon so. What th*" devil 
happened ? ” ^ 

Vaughn said : “ Megara’s been murdered.” 

The seaman blinked, and moistened his dry lips. “ Got 
his, eh?” 

“ Yes. We want your story, Captain.” - _ ' ' 

“ Is it th* next day ? ” ^ , 

No one laughed ; they knew what he meant. “ Yes, 
Captain.” 

Captain Swift stared up at the ceiling of the cabin. Mr. 
Megara ’n’ me, we left the house last night an* rolled back 
to th* Helene. Far as I c’d tell, everything was shipshape 
We chinned a while — Mr. Megara said somethin* about 
maybe makin’ a voyage to Africa after everything blew 
over. Then we turned in — him to his cabin an* me to mine. 
But first I took a turn on deck, like I always do ; no watch- 
man aboard, an’ I like to be on th* safe side.” 

** You saw no evidence of a man hiding -on board ? ” 
asked Ellery. — 

“ Nope,” croaked the Captain " But I can’t say for sure. 
Might ’a* been skulkin’ in one o’ the cabins, or below’.” 

“ And then you turned in,” said Isham encouragingly. 
“ What dme was this, Captain ? ” 

** Seven bells.” 

“ Eleven-thirty,” murmured Ellery. 

Right I sleep heavy when I sleep. Can’t tell ye what 
time it w’as, but I found I w’as sittin’ up in my bunk, listen- 
in’. Felt somethin’ was WTong. Then I thought I heard a 
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.man breathin* hard ’longside the bunk. I made a quick 
; - grab for the gun pn th* table ; but I never -reached it. A 
flash lit-in my lamps, an* somethin’ hit me a fierce crack 
on th* head. That’s all I knew till just now ” ' 

“Little enough,”, muttered Isham. “Didn’t you get a 
look at whoever it was that struck you ? ” 

,The Captain shook his head gingerly. “ Not a peep. The 
' -room was darker’n pitch, an* when the flash hit me, I was 
, blinded.” ' " . 

They left Captain Swift in Dr. Temple’s care and re- 
' . turned to the deck Ellery was thoughtful ; more, he was 
worried. He seemed to be searching his mind for an idea 
which persisted in remaining evasive. Finally he shook his 
head in disgust and gave up the effort. 

, They found Dr. Rumsen waiting for them on the deck 
' below the ante n na-masts The knot-expert had disappeared. 

“ Well, Doc ? ” asked Vaughn. 

' ' The Medical Examiner shrugged. “ Nothing startling. 
If you remember what I told you about the body of Brad 
three weeks ago, I don’t have to say a word.” 

, “ No marks of violence, eh ? ” 

**Not below the neck. And above the neck ” He 

, shrugged again “ As far as identification is concerned, it’s 
all clear. This Dr. Temple that was up here a while ago 
told me Megara was suffering from a recently contracted 
hemtaMstis. Is that right ^ ” 

“ Megara said as much himself. It’s right, all right.” 

** Well, this body is his, then, because there’s evidence of 
the hernia. Don’t even need an autopsy. And Temple 
..looked at it direcdy after we cut the body down, before he 
went off. Said the body was Megara’s — ^he’d given the man 
a thorough examination in the nude, he said.” 

“ Good enough. What time dO you figure Megara was 
killed ? ” 

Dr. Rumsen squinted thoughtfully aloft. “ All thmgs 
considered; I’d say between one and one-thirty this morn- 
ing ” ' • . _ 

' “,Okay, Doc, We’ll fe^e care of the corpse. Thanks.” 
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“ Don’t mention it.” The physician snorted and crept 
iowm the ladder to a waiting launch below. It immediately 
made off toward the mainland. 

“ Did you find anything stolen, Inspector ? ” frowmed 
Ellery. - -'T 

No. There was a little cash in Megara’s wallet in 
the cabin. It wasn’t taken. And the wall-safe wasn’t 
touched.” ' , ' ' 

There’s one tbing more began Ellery, when a 

launch slid up and discharged a group of perspiring 
men. 

“ Well ? ” demanded Vaughn. “ Any signs of it ? ” . 

The leader of the group shook his head. Chief. 

We’ve combed the groimds for a mile around.” 

“ Might have sunk it in the Gove,” muttered Vaughn. 

^Vhat’s that ? ” demanded Isham. ~ 

“ Megara’s head. Not that it makes a hell of a lot of 
difference. I don’t think we’ll even drag.” 

" I should if I were you,” said EUery. “ I was about .to, 
ask you if you’d searched for the head.” 

” Well, maybe you’re right. . . . You, there, telephone for 
the dragging apparatus.” 

** Do you think it’s important ? ” asked Professor Yardley 
in a low tone. 

Ellery flung his hands out in an xmaccustomed gesture of 
despair. “ Damned if I know what’s important and what 
isn’t. There’s something buzzing about inside my brain. 
I can’t get hold of it. . . . It’s something I ought to do — 
I feel it, know it.” He stopped short and jammed a cigarette 
mto his mouth. ** I rhust say,” he snapped after a moment, 
” that as a member of the detective craft I’m the profession’s 
most pitiable object.” 

” Know thyself,” said the Professor dryly. 
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. 25: THE LIMPING MAN . 

A DETECTIVE climbed aboard with a familiar envelope. 

“ What’s this ? ” demanded Vaughn. 

^ “ Gable. Just got here.” 

“ Gable,” repeated Ellery slowly. “ From Belgrade, In- 
spector ? ” 

Vaughn tore open the envelope. “ Yes . . He ran his 
eye over the message, nodded gloomily. 

Just late enough,” remarked Isham, ” to be of no use. 
What’s It say ? ” 

The Inspector handed the cable to the District Attorney, 
and Isham read it aloud : 

r - AGENTS HAVE FOXETO OLD RECORDS OF TVAR-KROSAG 
" FEUD STEFAN ANDREJA AND TOMI?LAV TVAR AMBUSHED 
AND ASSASSINATED VELJA KROS^'.CS FATHER AJID TWO ' 
PATERNAL UNCLES THEN ROBBED KROSAC HOUSE OF 
, LARGE SUM OF MOITOY THEREAFTER FLEEING MONTE- 
NEGRO STOP COMPLAINT OF ELDER KROSACS WIDOW 
TOO LATE TO APPREHEND TVARS NO TRACE OF TVARS 
AFTER THIS NOR OF WIDOW KROSAC AND HER YOUNG 
' SON VELJA COMPLETE DETAILS OF FEUD FOR SEVERAL 
GENERATIONS AVAILABLE TO YOU IF DESIRED 

It was Signed by the Minister of Pohce, Belgrade, Yugo* 
Slavia. 

“ So,” said Professor Yardley “ You were right after all, 
Qjieen.’ They were nothing but common thieves ” 

Ellery sighed. “ An empty triumph It merely means 
that VeljS Krosac had an additional motive for the murder 
of, the Tvar brothers. His family wiped out, his money 
stolen. I can’t see that it clears up anything but a minor 
point. ... As for Megara’s story about having kept track of 
thecyoung Krosafc — it’s probably true Except that instead 
of sending agents out from Montenegro, they employed 
men via thelnails when they got to tlus country.” 

- “ Poor devil I can almost find it in my heart to pity 
him.” A 
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**You can*t take away the blood and bnit^ty of the 
crimes, Professor,” said Vaughn -sharply. ** Sure he has 
motive. ITiere’s a motive for every murder. But you- don’t ' 
find murderers getting off scot-firee just Jaecause they had . 
a reason. . . . Welli what is it ? ” 

Another detective had dropped aboard bearing a sheaf 
of official-looking papers and telegrams. “ Sergeant sent 
these. Inspector. Last night’s reports.” 

** Hmm.” Vaughn rapidly y/ent through the ^papers. 

“ On the Lynns.” - ' 

“ Any news ? ” asked Isham. 

“ Nothing of importance. Naturally people all over the 
country think they’ve spotted ’em. Here’s one all the way , 
fix)m Arizona — they’re following it up. Anoffier firom 
- Florida — man and a woman of the general description seen 
in a car round Tampa way. Maybe, maybe.” He stuffed the 
reports into one of Ms podcets “ I’ll bet they’ve holed up in 
New York. Be damned fools to go shooting across country. 
Canadian and Meacan borders seem to be okay. I don’t 
think they’ve shpped out of the country. . . . 'Hullo ! Bill 
seems to have foimd something ! ” 

The detective was standing up in an outboard waving his 
hat and yelling something indistinguishable.. He scrambled 
aboard like a monkey, eyes shining. 

“ Righto, Chief 1 ” he cried, as soon as he had his feet on 
the deck. You hit it on the head. Found plenty over 
there I ” - ’ 

"What?” ^ • 

“ Checked up on the row-boat first; it’s the one that be- 
longs to that slip, all right. Rope was cut with a sharp 
knife ; the knot’s still hangin’ on the slip-ring, and the 
rope on the boat itself shows cut that matches the other 
end.” 

** All right, all right,” said Vaughn impatiently. ” He 
used that row-boat ; we know that. Did you find anything 
near the dock there ? ” 

" And how. Footprints.” 

They all echoed the word and^eaned forw'ard 
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' Bill' nodded. “ There’s soft earth just behind the slip. In^ 
it we found 'five prints — three lefts and two rights of the 
same size shoe — Oman’s, about eight and a half, I’d say. 
And whoever made those prints limped.” 

“ Limped ? ” repeated Professor Yardley.'** How on earth 
do you know ? ” 

- Bill turned a pitying glance on the tall ugly scholar. 
“ \Vhat the ^Say, that’s the first time I ever heard any- 

body ask a question like that. Don’t you read the pulps ^ 
Prints of Ae right shoe were much deeper than the left 
A hell of a lot. Right heels dug way in. A bad limp in his 
left leg, I’d say ; left heels hardly show.” 

“ Good work, Bill,” said Vaughn ; he regarded the 
antenna-masts. “ Mr Megara,” he said grimly, ” next time 
— ^ifithere’s another world and I’m there with you — you’ll 
listen to me. No protection, hey ? You saw where you got 
^ with protection. . . . Anything eise. Bill ? ” 

“ No. The path down from the main road, between the 
Lynn place and Bradwood, is gravel, and the mam road is 
macadam. So there aren’t any other prints. The boys arc 
workin* on the limping man trail anyway ; didn’t need the 
prints, although they help.” 

( 

The boys, it seemed, had worked not without success 
A new deputation scudded over the blue water of 
Ketcham’s Cove toward the yadit ; several detectives 
surrounded a middle-aged man with a badly fiightene^ 
look, .who sat on a thwart clutching its edges -with both 
hands. 

- ** Who the devil have they picked up ^ ” growled Vaughn. 

Come aboard ; who you got there ? ” he shouted across 
the narrowing strip of water. 

“ Great news. Chief ! ” yelled one of the plain-clothes 
men faintly. “ Got a hot tip ! ” 

He helped his middle-aged captive up the ladder by a 
gentle boost in the slack of the man’s. trousers , the man 
crawled up with a sickly half-gnn and took his fedora hat 
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off on deck, quite as if he were in the presence of royalty. 
They examined him curiously ; he was a coloufless''mdi- ' 
vidual with gold teeth and an air of shabby gentility. , ' 

Who*s this, Pickard ? ” demanded the Inspector. ' '\ 
** Tell your story, Mr. Darling,” said the detective. 
This is the big chief.” 

Mr. Darling looked awed. Pleased to meet you. Cap- 
tain. Why, it*s nothing much. I’m Elias Darling of Hunt- , 
ington, Captain. I own a agar and stationery store on 
Main Street there. I was dosing-up last nfght at midnight 
and, happened to notice something in the street. There’d 
been a car parked in front of my store for a few minutes—^ 
a Buick, I think dt was — Buick sedan. I’d happened to 
notice the man who parked it — a httle fellow with a young 
girl. Just as I was closing up I saw a man, tall fellow, walk 
up to the car and sort of look inside — ^the front window 
was open, car wasn’t locked, you see. Then he opened the - 
'door, started the ignition, and drove off in the direction of- 
Centreport ” 

“ Well, what of it ? ” snarled Vaughn. “ Might have been 
the little guy’s father, or brother, or friend, or something 
Maybe he was from the finance company taking the car- 
away because the little guy didn’t pay up.” 

Mr. Elias Darling looked panic-stricken. Goodness,” he 
whispered, “ I never thought of that ! And here I ana prac- 
tically accusing You see. Captain. ...” - . 

Inspector 1 ” shouted Vaughn. ' ^ 

“ You see, Inspector, I didn’t like the looks of it. I thought 
of saying something to our Chief of PoHce, but then I , 
figured it wasn’t any of my business. But I remember, the 

man limped on his left foot 

Hey ! ” roared Vaughn. “ Wait a nainute ! Limped, did 
he ? What did he look like ? ” 

They hung on Mr. Darling’s words ; each man felt that - 
here at last was the turning-point of the investigation — ^an 
actual description of the man who called himself Krosac. 

. . . Detective Pickard was shaking his head sadly ; and 
Ellery sensed that Darling’s description would be no more 
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informative than had been Croker’s, ^he Weirton garage- 
man.' 

“ I told the detective here,” said the Huntington mer- 
chant.. “ I didn’t see his face/ But he was tall, kmd of 
. broad-shouldered, and he was carrying one of those little 
valises — overmght bag, my wife calls ’em.” 

Isham and Vaughn relaxed, and Professor Yardley shook 
his head. “All right, Mr. Darling,” said Vaughn. 
“ Thanks, a lot for your trouble See that Mr Darling. gets 
back to Huntington 'in a pohce' car, Pickard ” Pickard 
assisted'the storekeeper down the ladddr, and returned when 
the launch ghded off toward the mainland. 

“ How about the stolen car, Pickard ^ ” asked Isham. 

“ Well,’,’ drawled the detective, “ it isn’t much help. A 
couple answering the description given by Darhng re- 
^ ported the theft of their automobile to the Huntington 
police at 'two m the mornmg. God knows where they’d 
been — I don’t Buick sedan, as Darling says ; the little guy 
was so excited about his broad, I suppose, that he forgot 
to take his igmtion-key out of the lock.” 

_ “ Send out a description- of the car ^ ” demanded 
Vaughn. 

“ Yes, Chief Plates and aU ” 

“ Fat lot of good it’il do,” grumbled Isham. " Naturally, 
Krosac would want a car last mght for his getaway — too 
risky to take a train at two or three in the morning, where 
"the chances are' somebody would remember him.” 

‘ “ In other words,” murmured Ellery, “ you believe ^ 
"Krosac stole the car, drove it all mght, and ditched it 
somewhere ^ ” 

“ He’d be a fool to continue driving it,” snapped the 
Inspector. “ Sure that’s light. What’s wrong witli it, Mr. 

% Qjieen^ ” . ” 

Ellery shrugged “ Can’t a man ask a simple question 
without havmg his head bashed m. Inspector ^ Nothing s 
Avrong with it, so far as I can see,.” 

“ It seems to me,” said the Professoi though tfullv, “ that 
Krosac was takmg a long chahce m depending upon being 

’ ‘ IM ' 
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able to steal a car so close to the time and scene of .Bis" 
projected cnme ” ^ ’ ' ' - ^ 

Long chance my 'eye/’ said Vaughn .curtly. “ Trouble 
is with people, they’re generally honest. Yqu could steal, a 
dozen cars in the next hour if you wanted to — especially out 
here in Loi^ Island ” 

“A good point, Professor,*’ drawled Ellery, ^'but I’m 
afraid the Inspector’s right.” He paused at the sounds of 
shuffling feet above. 'They looked up ; the sheet-draped 
body of Stephen Megara was being lowered from the roof '* 
of the radio-operator’s cabin to the deck. At the rail a few 
feet away, in a faded old sou'wester tmder which were his 
pajamas, stood Captain Swift, gazing with stony eyes at the , 
proceedings Dr. Temple was at his side, silent, pufiing at 
a dead pipe. 

EUery, Vaughn, Isham and the. Professor descended one , 
by one to the large pohce launch waiting below. The 
Helene, as they drew off, rode gently in the waters of 
Ketdiam’s Cove. The body was on its way over the side to _ 
another boat On shore they could sec Jonah Lincoln’s tall 
figure, waiting ; the women had vanished. , 

“ What do you think, Mr. Queen ? ” aSked Isham with 
pathetic eagerness, after a long silence. ' ~ 

Ellery wriggled about and stared back at the yacht “ I 
think that we’re as far from the solution of these crimes as 
we were three weeks ago. As far as I'm concerned, I confess' 
to complete finstration. The murderer is Velja Krosac — " 
a wraith of a man who might be nearly anybody. The 
problem still confronts us : Who is he, really? ” He took 
off his pince~nez and rubbed his eyes impatiently.- “ He’s - 
left his trail — ^flaunted it, as a matter Of fact. . His face 
hardened, and he fell silent. 

“What's the matter?'’ asked Professor -Yardley, 
anxiousK surveying his protege's bleak expression. ^ ' 

Eller)* clenched his fist, “ That idea — ^sometlung • What ' 
in the name of six Peruvian de\als is it? * 
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.. 26: ELLERY TALKS 

They walked quickly through Bradwood, intent on 
avoiding the poor ^victims of bewilderment and nausea 
moving restlessly about the-estate Jonah Lincoln said not 
a word ; he seemed too stunned for speech and merely 
followed them up the path as if that were as sensible a 
course of action as any other. The death of Megara, pecu- 
liarly enough, hung far more like a pall over Bradwood 
than had the' death of its owner. A white-faced Fox was 
sitting on the steps of the porch, his head m his hands 
Helene sat in a rocker, staring fixedly at the sky without 
seeing one wisp of the massing thunder-clouds which had 
sprung up. Mrs. Brad had collapsed ; Stallings mumbled 
that Dr Temple should see her . she was crying l^sterically 
in her room and no one, not even her daughter,- seemed 
capable of taking care of her. Mrs. Baxter’s moans could 
be heard as they passed the rear of the house. 

They hesitated in the driveway, and then forged on by 
tacit agreement Lincoln followed them blindly as far as 
the outer gateway. There he stopped to lean against the 
'stone pillar. The Inspector and Isham had dropped off 
somewhere, busy about -their own affairs 

Old Nanny’s wrinkled black face was screwed up with 
horror , she opened the front door for them, muttenng . 

“ Dey^s a ha’nt behin’ dis, Mistuh Ya’dley, you ma’k mah 
words ” . ^ ‘ 

The Professor did not reply ; he went directly to his 
library, and as if refuge lay there Ellery followed 

They sat down in the same inadequate silence On the 
Professor’s craggy face, beneath the shock and distaste, 
lay challenge Ellery sank into a chair and began mechanic- 
ally to search his pockets for a cigarette. Yardlcy shoved a 
large ivory box atross the table to him. 

' What’s botheiing you ^ ^ he asked gently " Surely the 
thought cpuldn’t have entirely escaped you ” 
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“ It’s as if it never was, except_for the most ridiculous 
sensation.” Ellery puffed furiously -at a .cigarette. 1* You 
know those intangible feelings? Something leads you^a / 
chase through all the back alleys of your brain, and you 
never once get more than a blurred glimpse of it. That’s 
the way it is ■with me. If I could catch it . . . It’s important. - 
I have the overwhelming feeling that it’s important.” , 

The Professor tamped tobacco into his pipe-bowl. “A 
common phenomenon. I’ve found with myself that con- 
centration on the capture of the idea is futile. A good 
plan is to erase every thought of it from your mind and ■ 
talk about other things. It’s surprising ho'vy often thc^ 
method works. It’s as if, by ignoring it, you tantalise it 
into popping out at you. Out of nowhere the full, clear 
picture of what you’ve been trying to recollect \v 2 ll appear ; 
crated, it would seem, out of irrelevancies.” . ' 

Ellery grunted A thunder-clap shook the ■walls of the 
house. ^ 

** A moment ago — ^fifteen minutes ago,” continued the 
Professor \\dth a sad smile, “ you said that you were as fer 
from a solution to-day as you were three weeks ago.* Very 
well. Then you face failxire. At the same time you’ve made 
reference on several occasions to conclusions which you’ve 
reached, not obvious on the surface, ^uikno^Am apparently 
to Isham and Vaughn and myself. Why not go over them 
now? Perhaps there’s something which in the exclusive 
concentration of your analysis has eluded you, but which 
will become clear if you express your thoughtT in words. 
You may take my word for it — ^my whole life has been in- 
extricably tied up ^nth just such experiences — that there 
is a vital difference between the cold seclusion of indepen- 
dent thinking a^d the warm personality of a iete^d-iete 
discussion. 

** You mentioned checkers, for example. Evidently the 
Brad\vood study, the checker-table, the dispositTon of the 
pieces, had a significance for ■you \vhich completely escaped 
the rest of ■us. Go over it aloud.” 

Under the flow of Professor Y’ardley’s deep and soothing ' 
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voice Ellery’s keyed nerves relaxed. He was smoking more 
quietly now, and the lines of strain on his face had softened. 
** Not a bad plan, Professor.t’ He shifted to a more comfort- 
able position and half closed his eyes. “ Let me tackle it 
this way. What story did you piece together from Stallings’s 
testimony and the checker-table as we found it ? ” 

- The Professor thoughtfully blew smoke toward his fire- 
place. The room had appreciably darkened ; the sun had 
'disappeared behind a barrage of black clouds. “ Many 
theories unsupported by concrete evidence have come to 
mind, but I see no logical reason for doubting the surface 
appearance of the data.” 

' " And that is ? ” 

, “ When Stallings last saw Bmd — ^presumably he was the 
last person except the murderer who did see Brad — ^Brad 
,was seated at his checker-table playing checkers with him- 
self. T?here is nothing unusual or incongruous about this ; 
Stallings testified that he often did it, working out moves 
for both sides — as only an enthusiast and expert will — and 
I myself can confirm this. Then it would appear that after 
Stallings’s departure, and while Brad was still playing with 
himself, Krosac gained access to the study, killed Brad, and 
so on. Brad had in his hand at the time he was killed one 
of the red checkers, which explams how we found it near 
the. totem-post.” 

^ Ellery rubbed his head wearily. " You say — ‘ gained 
access to the study.’ Just what do you mean ? ” 

Yardley grinned. “ I was coming to that You remember 
I said a moment ago that I had many theories unsupported 
by evidence. t>ne of them is that Krosac — ^who, as you’ve 
repeatedly held, may be someone very close to us — was 
Brad’s expected visitor that mght, which explains how he 
got into the, house. Brad, of course, being ignorant of the 
fact that someone he thought a fnend or acquaintance was 
in reality his blood-enemy.” 

. “ Unsupported ! ” Ellery sighed. “ You see, I can out- 
line this instant an indestructible czise for one theory. Not 
a stab in the dark. Professor, not a ^conjecture, but a 
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conclusion reached by clear logical steps. The only trouble 
with it IS — it doesn’t thin out the fog in the slightest” 

The Professor sucked thoughtfully at his pipe. “Just a 
’moment. I haven’t finished. I can offer another theory — ^ 
again unsupported by evidence, but as far as I can see just 
as likely to be true as the other. And that is, that Brad had - 
two visitors that night : the person whom he expected,' and 
for whose visit he sent his wife, stepdaughter, and house- 
hold away ; and Krosac, his enemy. In this case the legiti- 
mate visitor, whether he came before or after Krosac — 
which is to say, while Brad was still alive or when he was 
already dead — naturally kept silent about his visit, not \vish- 
ing to be implicated in any %vay. I’m surprised no one has 
thought of this Before. I’ve been expecting you to propound 
It for the past three weeks.” 

“ So ? ” Ellery took off his pince-nez glasses and placed 
them on the table ; his eyes were red and bloodshot. A 
lightning-fiash momentarily illuminated the room, paint- 
ing their faces a ghastly blue “ Great expectations.” 

“ Don’t tell me you didn’t think of it !"” 

** But I’m not. I never mentioned rt because it isn’t true.” 

Ha,” said the Professor. “ Now we’re getting it.' Do 
you mean to sit here and teU me you can prove there was 
only one visitor to that house on the murder-night ? ” 

Ellery smiled feebly, “ You place me in an uncomfort- 
able posi tion Proof is after all dependent not so much upon 
the prover as upon the approver. . . . It’s going to be slighdy 
comphcated. And you remember what that French mora- 
list with the improbable name, Luc de Clapier de Vauven- 
argues, said : * Lorsqv^um pensee est trap faible pour porter une 
expression simple fc" est la marque pour la rejeterJ^ But I’ll get to 
It in due course.” 

The Professor leaned forward expectantly, and Ellery ‘ 
continued, replacing the pince-nez on the bridge of his nose : 

“ My point depends upon two elements : the disposition of 
the checkers bn Brad’s table and the psychology of expert 

' "tVheD a thought is too ivcak to be expressed simply, it is a proof 
that it should be rejected ” — ^The Editor. 
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, players Do you understand the game, Professor ? I recall 
you said that you had never played with Brad, or words 
to that effect.” 

" ThatVtrue, although I understand the game. Rather 
,'a dub at it. I haven’t played for years.” 

**If 'you understand the game, you’ll imderstand my 
analysis. When Stallings entered the study, before quitting 
the house, he saw Brad beginning a game with himself^ 
saw tv\'o moves of the opening, in fact. It was this testi- 
mony which led our friends astray. They assumed that 
“because Brad was playing with himself when Stallings last 
saw him,' he was still playing, with himself when he was 
murdered. You fell into the same error. 

j 

• “ But the pieces on the table told an entirely different 

story. What was the disposition not only of the checkers in 
play but of those which had been ‘ captured ’ and taken 
off the playing-board ^ You %vill recall that Black had cap- 
tured mne red pieces, W'hich lay in the margin between 
die board itself and the edge of the table j that Red had 
captured only three black pieces, which lay in the margin 
on the opposite side. Obviously, then, to begin with. Black 
was vastly superior to Red. 

“ The board itself, remember, held three kings, or double 
pieces, for Black, plus three single black checkers , and a 
meagre two smgle pieces for Red.” 

“ What of it ? ” demanded the Professor. “ I still don’t 
' see that it means anything except that Brad was playing ' 
a game mth himself and had worked out a series'of moves 
most disastrous to his hypothetical opponent. Red.” 

** An intolerable conclusion',” retorted Ellery “ From the 
standpoint of experiment, an expert gamester is interested 
only in opening and closmg moves It’s as true in checkers 
as it IS in chess, or any other game in which wits are pitted 
and the outcome depends solely on the skill of the indiv- 
idual player. Why should Brad, pla^nng purely for practice 
against himself, bother with a game in which one side has 
- the overwhelming advantage of three full kings and a piece ? 
He would never allow an experimental game to reach such 
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a Stage. Experts can tell you by a single glance at the board, , 
even when the advantage is considerably less — a single 
piece, or even an equahty of pieces but a strategic advant- 
age of position — what the outcome will be if both’ sides play" 
mthout error. For Brad to ha^re serioiisly played that mi- 
equal game with hunself would be tantamount to Alekhine ^ 
playing an experimental chess game \vith himself in which , 
one side has the advantage of a queen; two bishops, and 
a knight. " , ' _ - 

** So we come to this : Whereas Brad was playing an ex- 
perimental game when Stallings saw him, he neverthel^ 
played a genuinely competitive game later in the^ evening. 
For while an expert wouldn’t experiment with sudi a one- 
sided division of strength, that one-sided division becomes 
comprehensible when you take the alternative : that he 
played with someone.” - * 

Outside it had begim to pour-sheets of grey water 
pounded against the windo\vs. . “ _ 

Professor Yardley’s teeth showed white above his black 
beard in a grudging grin. ** Granted.' Granted. I see that - 
But you still haven’t eliminated the plausible .theory that 
while Brad played checkers with his legitimate vtstfor that , 
night, leaving the game as we foimd it, he w^ murdered 
by Krosac later, after the visitor had gone, perhaps.” 

"Ingenious,” chuckled Ellery. “You die hard. And' , 
compel mfe to fire a double-barrel — ^logic and common - 
sense - ^ 

“ Look at it this way. Gan we fix the time of the murder 
in relation to the time-period of the game ? ' 

" I maintain in all logic that we oan. For what .did we 
find ? On Black’s first row one of the two red checkers was 
still in play. But in checkers when you have reached your 
opponent’s first row you are entitled to have your piece 
crowned, or kinged ; which as you knoiv means placing a 
second checker on top of the first How% then, does it hap- 
pen that Red in this game has a man on the king row which 
is nevertheless uncrowmed ? ” 

" I begin to see,” muttered Yardley. 
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Simply because the game stopped at that pomtj for it 
could not have been continued unless the red king were 
croyraed,” "Ellery went on rapidly. “ Is there confirmation 
that the' game stopped at this point ? There is ! The first 
question to settle is : Was Brad playing Black in this game, 

' or Red ? We have all sorts of testimony to the fact that 
- Brad was an expert checker-player. He had once, in fact, 
entertained the National Checker Champion and held that 
, worthy even. Is it conceivable, then, that Brad should be 
the Red in this game where Red was obviously the inferior 
player — ^so inferior that his opponent had an advantage of 
three kings and a piece ?^No, it isn’t conceivable, and we - 
can assert at once that Brad was playing Black. . . . Inci- 
dentally, to get the record straight, let me interpolate an 
amendment. Now we know that Black’s advantage over 
Red was not three kings and a piece, but two kings and 
two pieces, since one of the red pieces is supposed to be a' 

' ’ king. 

Still, however, a tremendous advantage. 

‘^But if Brad was playing Black, then he must have been 
sitting durmg the game in the chair near the secretary 
rather than on the other side of the table, away from the 
secretary. This is so, because all the captured red checkers 
were on the side near the secretary, and Black captures 
Red, of course. ^ 

“ So far, so good. Brad was playing Black, and he sat 
in the- chair near the secretary; his visitor and checker 
' opponent, therefore, sat opposite, faang the secretary while 
Brad had his back to it.” ' 

“ But where does that ? ” 

” Ellery closed his eyes. “If you have aspirations to 
genius. Professor, take Disraeli’s advice and cultivate 
patience. I’m getting in my licks, honoured Professor. 
Many’s the time I’ve sat burning at my desk in your class- 
room, trymg in vain to anticipate your leisurely pdint about 
the Ten Thousand, or Phihp, or Jesus. . . . 

“ Where was I ^ Yes, * There was one missing red checker, 

, and we found it outside near the scene of Brad’s crucifixion. 
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On the palm of his hand there was a circular Ted stain. He, " 
had been holding the checker when he was killed, then. ; 
Why had he picked up the red checker and held it ? 
Theoretically many eicplanations are possible. But there is 
only one explanation which has a known fact to support it 
“ "What’s that ? ” demanded the Professor. 

“ The fact that a red checker was on Black’s king-row, 
and that it was imcrowned. In Brad’s hand — in the hand 
of Black, observe — ^vas the only missing red checker. I 
don’t see,” said Ellery crisply, how you can escape the 
conclusion that Red, Black’s opponent, managed to get 
one of his pieces on Black’s king-row ; that Black, or Br^, ^ 
picked up one of the captured red pieces to place it on top 
of the red piece just arrived on his king-row ; that before he 
could so place the red piece he had picked up^ something occurred , 
which effectually terminated the game. In other words, the fact 
that Brad had picked up a red piece for the specific purpose 
of crowning his opponent’s man, but never completed the 
action, shows us by direct inference not only when the g^c 
stopped, but why.*’ 

Yardley remained silent and intent. 

The inference ? Simply that Brad never completed his 
action because he could not.” Ellery paused, and sighed. 

“ He was attacked at that moment and, to put it mildly, 
rendered incapable of croivning Red’s king.” 

-** And tlie bloodstain,” muttered tlie Professor. 

“Exactly,” said Eller)'. “And there is the confirmationof 
the position of the bloodstain on the rug. The bloodstain ' 
lay two feet behind tlie chair in which Black— or Brad — ^%vas 
sitting. We have long ago proved that the murder took place " 
in the study ; and that bloodstain is the only one in the" 
study. If Brad had been struck on the head from the front, 
as he sat at the table, about to crow'n tlie red piece, he < 
would have fallen ba^vards, bettveen liis chair and the 
secretar)*. And that is precisely where tve found the blood- 
stain. . . Dr. Rumsen* maintained that Brad must have 

been strucl: on the head originally, since no other mark of 
•v’iolence showed on his corpse ; then it w'as a free-flowing 
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wound which stained the rug where he fell, before his 
murderer could hft the body and remove it to the summer- 
house. All Ae details dovetail. But the sahent fact stands 
but : Brad Was attacked as he sat playing checkers with his 
assailant In other words^ Bradys murderer was also his checker 
opponent. : . . Ah, you have objections ” 

“ Certainly I have,” retorted Yardley. He relit his pipe, 
and puffed energetically. “ What is there in your argu- 
ment which invalidates the following ^ That Brad’s checker 
opponent was either innocent or an accomphee of Krosac’s , 
that while this innocent checker opponent played with 
Brad, or while the accomplice played with Brad to distract 
his' attention, Krosac sneaked into the study and struck 
Brad from behind, as I said the day we discovered the 
bloodstain ” 

“ What ? A muchness. Professor.” Ellery’s eyes twinkled 
“ We showed long ago that Krosac would not have an 
accomplice. Summarily these are crimes of vengeance, and 
there is nothing-in the crimes to tempt an accomplice from 
a monetary standpoint. 

** The possibihty that there were two people all the time, 
one of them Krosac, the other an innocent visitor who 
played checkers with Brad ? . . . Please consider what this 
'would mean It would mean that Krosac dehberately 
attacked Brad in the presence of an innocent witness ! 
Preposjterous ; surely he would have waited for the witness 
to leave But suppose he did attack in the presence of a 
witness Wouldn’t he -then make every effort to silence this 
witness ^ A man like Krosac, 'with so much blood on his 
conscience, would scarcely balk at the necessity of taking 
' another life Yet the witness apparently left unharmed . . . 
No, Professor, no witness, I’m afraid ” 

“ But how about the witness coming before Krosac, and 
leaving before — a witness^vho played checkers wdth Brad ^ ” 
persisted the Professor. 

- Ellery clucked wth concern ‘ “ Dear, dear, you’re 
becoming groggy. Professor. If he came before or after 
Krosac, he wouldn’t be a vtitness, would he ^ ” He chuckled. 
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** No, the point is that the game we found was the Brad- 
Krosac game, and that if there were a previous or later 
visitor, this would not* invalidate the fact -that Krosac— 
the murderer — did play?with Brad.” 

“ And your conclusion from all this rigmarole ? ” 
muttered Yardley. 

“ As I said before : That Brad’s murderer played 
checkers with him. And that Krosac was well known 
to Brad, although not, of course, as Krosac but as sorneone 
else.” “ "" 

“ Aha ! ” exclaimed the Professor, slapping his thin 
shank. “ I’ve got you, young man. Why well known ! Eh ? 
You mean to say that’s logic ? That because a man like Brad 
played checkers with someone, that that someone was 
necessarily a friend of his ? Fiddlesticks ! Why, Brad would 
play with a manure-collector. Any stranger was. prey, 
provided he could play the game. It took me three weeks 
to convince him that I really ivasn’t interested k” ' ' 

** My nerves. Professor. If I gave you the impression that 
it was from the checker-game that I deduced Brad’s 
opponent to have been a friend of his, I’m sorry ; I didn’t 
mean to. There is a much more potent reason. Did Brad 
know that Krosac, enemy of the Tvars, was abroad thirsting 
for that good old Tvar blood ? ” 

“ Yes, of course. The note he left shows that, and then 
Van himself wrote Brad and warned him.” 

“ Bten assuriment ! Would Brad, knowing Krosac to be 
abroad, make an appointment ivith a stranger, deliberatdy 
sending all possible protectors of his hide from the premises, 
as he did ? ” 

” Hmm, I suppose not.” 

“ You see,” said Ellery Avith a tired sigh, you can prove 
anything if you collate sufficient data. Look here — ^let me - 
take the most extreme case. Suppose Brad’s expected 
visitor that night did come, did transact his business with 
Brad, did leave. Then Krosac appeared. An utter stranger, 
mind. But we’ve shotvn that Krosac, Brad’s murderer, 
played checkers witli Brad. That would mean tliat Brad 
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' deliberately invited into his defenceless house an utter 
" stranger. . . . Wrong, of course Then Krosac must have 
been wdl known to Brad, whether he was the visitor 
expected by Brad or a chance guest of the evening Actually, 
I don’t care a tittle which. My own belief is that only one 
person besides Brad was in the study that night — ^Krosac. 
But if there were two, or three, or a dozen, it doesn’t invali- 
^ date the conclusion that Brad knew Krosac ,well in whatever 
„ gmse he appeared, and that Brad played checkers with him 
and was murdered during the game ” 

' ' And where does that get ypu ? ” j 

** Nowhere,” said Ellery ruefully, “ which is why I said 

* before that I’m no better off now than I was three weeks 
ago. . . . You know, there’s anbther positive fact, now that 
I come to think of it, which we can fish out of this mess of 
indecision. I’m an ass not to have thought it out before ” 

The Professor rose and knocked out his pipe against the 
fireplace. “ You’re full of surprises to-mght,” he said, 
without turning^ “ What’s that ? 

“ We can assert with absolute assurance that Krosac does 
not limp ” 

• “ We said that before,” retorted Yardley “ No, you’re 

right. We said we couldn’t be sure But how ? ’* 

Ellery got to his feet, stretched his arms, and began to 
~ pace up and down. It was humid in the library ; the down- 
pour outside redoubled in hissing intensity. “ Kjrosac, 
whoever he’s pretending to be, was well known to Brad. 
No one who was well known to Brad limps. Therefore . 
Krosac actually does not limp ; but has utihsed lus youthful 
infirmity as a consistent physical characteristic merely to 
lead the police astray.” 

That’s why,” muttered Yardley, “ he’s been so 
apparently cardess about leaving a trail to a hmping 
man.” 

. “ Exactly. He discards the limp the moment he scents 
danger. No wonder no trace of him has been found. I 
should have thought of it before.” 

- Yardley teetered oh his big feet, cold pipe jutting, from 
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his mouth. “ And there we are.” He'regarded Ellery keenly. 
“ No si^ of the fugitive thought, eh ? ’* 

Ellery shook his head. “ StiU hiding behind a convolu- 
tion somewhere. . . . Let’s see now. Murder of the first 
victim, Kling, satisfactorily explained. Krosac, and the 
pseudo-limp, in the direct vicinity ; motive, proxinuty, 
pecuhar nature of crime — ^all fit. TTiere is a feud. Krtisac 
thinks he has kiUed Andreja, one of the brothers. How does . 
he finally get on the track of Van, the most remote of the 
three Tvars ? Query unanswerable ; to be answered God^ 
knows when. . . . Elrosac strikes once more. Br^this time ; 
same query, also unanswerable The plot thickens delici- 
ously : Krosac finds Brad’s note which tells him for the first' 
time that he has made a mist^e in the introductory murd^," 
that Van is still alive. But where is Van ? Must be found, 
says Krosac to himself, or my vengeance is incomplete. 

Curtain on second act— v^ melodramatic M[cgara 

returns ; Krosac knows^ he will ; enter the sole possessor, 
according to the note, of the secret of Van’s new identity 
and present whereabouts. . . . Time out. Delay. And then . . . 
By God'* said Ellery. 

Professor Yardley stiffened, scarcely breathing. All the 
signs pointed to the apprehension of the fugitive. Ellery 
was rooted to the floor, glaring at his host with 'the ferodous 
light of discovery in his 'eyes. 

“ By God,” shouted Ellery, leaping two feet into Pro- , 
lessor Yardley’s humid air, “ what a fool I’ve been ! What 
an idiot, what an imbecile, moron, ment^ defective ! I’ve 
got it I ” 

“It always i\orks,” grinned the Professor, relaxing. 
“ What Here, my boy j what’s the matter ? ” 

He paused in alarm. A remarkable change had come 
over Ellery’s exulting face. His jaw dropped, his , eyes 
clouded, and he winced as people do sometimes at the 
purely imaginary shock of a fancied blow. 

The expression came, and went. Ellery’s jaw was outlined 
on his smooth brown check. “ listen,” he smd rapidly. 

I haven’t time for anything but the sketchiest analysis- 
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What were we waiting for ?, What was Krosac wailing for ? 
We were waiting for Krosac to attempt to discover through 
Megara, ,the only source of information, where Van ts, 
Krosac was waiting to make this discovery And then he killed 
Megard. It can mean oidy one thing ! ” 

' “ He found out,’’ cried Yardley, the gravity of the 
thought causing his deep .voice to crack. “ My God, Queen, 
what fools, what blind fools we’ve been ! It may- be too late 
already ! ” - 

Ellery wasted -no time in reply. He sprang to the tele- 
phone. .“ Western Union. . . . Take a telegram Fast 
Addr(^ed to Constable Luden, Arroyo, West Virginia. . . . 
Yes.' Message : * Form posse immediately and go to hut of 
Old Pete. Protect Old Pete until my arrival Notify Crumit 
Krosac returnmg. If anything has happened by time you 
- reach hut pick up Krosac trail but leave scene of crime 
intact.’ Si^ it Ellery Queen. Repeat, please . . . Krosac — 

' K-XrO-s-a-c Right. . . . Thanks.” 

He flung the instrument from him, then changed his 
mind and picked it up again. He put in a call to Bradwood, 
across the road, asking for Inspector Vaughn Vaughn, he 
discovered from StaUings, had left Bradwood hurriedly not 
„ long ‘before. Ellery dismissed Stalhngs peremptorily and 
'asked for one of Vaughn’s men. Where was Inspector 
Vaughn ? The man on the other end of the wire was sorry, 
bufhe had no idea. The Inspector had received a message, 
and^ he and .District Attorney Isham had immediately 
commandeered a car and dashed away. 

“^Damn it,” groaned Ellery, hanging up, “ what are we 
'going to do now We haven’t any time to dawdle ! ” He 
dashed to a wmdow and looked out The rain seemed to be 
' steadily Increasing in force, coming down in torrents; 
lightmng-fiashes streaked across the sky ; the thunder was, 
almost', mcessant “-Listen,” said Ellery, turmng back. 
“ You’ll have to remain behind. Professor ! ” 

' I really don’t like the idea of your going there alone, 
'replied Yardley reluctandy. “Especially in this storm. 
,How are you, going to 'gefthere^ ■” 
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“Never mind. You "stay here" and try your ^damnedest - 
to get in touch with Vauglin and Isham?’ Ellery 
leaped to the telephone again. “ Mineola flying fleld. 
Quick ! ^ ' 

The Professor rubbed his beard uncomfortably as Ellery 
waited. “ Oh, I say, now. Queen, you can’t be thinking 
of going up in a sky like this.” 

Ellery waved one hand. “ Hdlo, hello ! Mineola ? Can 
I charter a fast ’plane for a south-western flight at once ? 

. . , What ? " His face fell, and after a moment he put down ’ 
the telephone. “ Even the elements are conspiring against 
us. Storm came up fi-om'the Atlantic and is travelhng west 
and south. The Mineola man says it will He bad in the 
Alleghenies. They won’t send a ’plane up. What the devil ' 
can I do ? ” - 

“ Train,” suggested Yardley. 

“ No ! I’ll trust the old Duesie I Have you a slicker 
or a raincoat I can borrow, Professor ? ” ^ 

They raced into the Professor’s haU and Yardley opened 
a closet and brought out a long slicker. He„helped Ellery 
into it. “ Now, Queen,’* he panted, “ don’t go off half- ~ '' 
cocked That’s an open car, the roads will be bad, it’s « 
a terribly long drive ” 

“ I shan’t take unnecessary chances,” said Ellery. 

“ Luden should cover things, anyway.” He hopped forward 
and opened the door, and the Professor followed hun 
into the vestibule. Ellery w'as silent, and then offered 
liis hand. “ Wish me luck, old man. Or rather wish Van 
luck.” 

“ Go ahead,” grunted the Professor, pumping Ellery’s 
hand up and dowm. “ I’ll do my best to find Vaughn and 
Isham. Take care of yourself. You’re certain about it now ? 

It isn’t an unnecessary tnp ? ” 

Ellery said grimly : “ Tlicre w^as only one thing that kept 
Krosac from kiUing Mcgara for the past two weeks. That 
was — ^lic didn’t know where Van w^as If he lulled hlegara 
finally, it must be that he discovered the Old Pete ruse and 
the mountain hidtjaway." Extorted the information from 
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Mcgara, probably, before he killed him'. It’s my job to pre- 
vent a fourth murder ; Krosac is undoubtedly on his way 
to West Virginia at this moment. I’m hopmg that he took 

time out to sleep last mght Otherivise ” He shrugged, 

smiled at Yardley, who looked longingly after, and then 
dashed down the steps in the buflfetmg downpour, under the 
lightning, toward the driveway at the side where the 
garage and the old lacing-car lay. 

Mechanically Professor Yardley consulted his watch. It 
/was exactly one o’clock. 


27: THE SLIP 

The Dursenberg clawed its way through New York 
'City, scrambled downtown, darted trough' the Holland 
Tuimel, dodged in and out of traflSc through Jersey City, 
shpped through a maze of New Jersey towns, and then 
straightened out on the road to Harrisburg, shooting ahead 
like an arrow. Traffic was light , the storm had not abated ; 
and Ellery alternately prayed to the gods of chance and 
played havoc with the speed la^vs. His luck held ; he shot 
through to^vn after town in Pennsylvania unpursued by 
motor-cycle pphce. 

‘ The old car, which afforded no protection from the ram, 
was flooded ; and he himself sat with soaked shoes and a 
dripping hat. Somewhere in the car he had salvaged a pair 
of racing goggle , and he made a ^otesque figure in linen 
suit covered •svith-a slicker, a hght felt hat which sopped 
about his ears, amber goggles over pince-nez spectacles, and 
* g rim look about him as he sat hunched over the enor- 
-mbus wheel rocketing the car through the storm-lashed 
Pennsylvania countryside. 

At a' few minutes to seven that evening, with the ram still 
driving steaddy — he seemed to be travelling in its wake — 
he slid into Hamsburg. 
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He had no luncheon, and hunger pinched his flat 
stomach. He parked the Duesenberg in a garage with 
specific instructions to the mechanic, and strode off in 
search of a restaurant. "Within an hour he was back at the 
gzLrage, had checked his oil, gasoline, and tyres, and made 
his \\ay out of to%\Ta. He remembered the route well, sitting 
there Jiehind the wheel, cold and clammy and uncom- " 
fortable. Within six miles he was through Rockville and 
arrowing straight ahead He crossed the Susquehanna 
River, and flashed on Two hours later he passed the Lin- 
coln Highway, sticking stubbornly to the road he was on. 
The rain persisted. 

At midmght, chilled, exhausted, his eyelids refusing to 
function, he pulled into HoUidaysburg, Again a garage 'vv'as 
his first stop ; and after a lively conversation with a grinning 
mechanic he left on foot for a hotel. The rain lashed against 
his wet legs. . - " 

" Three things I want,” he said from stiff lips in the 
little hotel. ” A room, my clothes dried, and a call for 
seven to-morrow morning. Can you produce ? ” 

“ IVlr. Queen,” said the clerk, after consulting Ellcry.’s 
signature on the register, “ you watch me.” 

The next morning, considerably refreshed, in dry' cloth- 
ing, stomach full of bacon 'and eggs, the Duesenberg roar- 
ing along, Ellery pressed forward on the last lap of the 
journey. Ewdences of the storm's havoc flashed by him — ' 
uprooted trees, sw’ollen streams, %\Tecked cars abandoned 
by the roadside. But the storm, which had raged all night, 
had abated suddenly in the early hours, although the sky 
still lowered, the colour of-lcad. 

.'^t lo 15 Ellery piloted the roaring Duesenburg through 
Pittsburgh. At i r.30, under a brightening sky, with the sun 
making valiant efforts to illuminate the peaks of the Alle- 
ghenies all about, Ellery brought the Duesenberg to a 
grinding stop before the Mumcipal Hall in Arroyo, West . 
Virginia. “ ' “ . ' 
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j A man in blue denim whom Ellery vaguely remembered 
was sweeping the walk before the entrance to the Municipal 
Hall. 

r ** Here, Mistuh,” said this worthy, dropping his broom 
anti clutching at Ellery’s arm as he dashed past, “where 
you goin’ ? Who you want t’see ? ” 

- Ellery did not reply. He ran quickly through the dingy 
hall to the rear, where Constable Luden’s office lay. The 
constabulary door was closed ; and as far as he could see, 
Arroyo’s civic citadel was empty of life. He tried the door ; 
It was unlocked. 

^ The man in denim, a stubborn look on his loutish face, 
had shhffled after him. 

Constable Luden’s office was unoccupied. 

“ Where’s the Constable ? ” demanded Ellery. 

“ Whiit I* been tryin’ t’tell ye,” said the man doggedly. 
He ain’t here.” 

“ Ah < *\ said Ellery with a sagacious nod Luden, then, 
had gone on to the hiUs. “ When did the Constable leave ^ ” 
“ Mond’y mornin*.”-' - . 

What ! ” Ellery’s voice overflowed with astonishment, 
ww, and a surging realisation of catastrophe “ Good 

heavens, then-he didn’t get my ” He darted forward to 

.Luden’s desk. It weiS' a mess of untidy papers. The man in 
blue pfut out his hand in blank protest as' Ellery began to 
toss the Constable’s offiaal correspondence — ^if it was 
ofiicial TOrrespondence — about. And, as he had with dread 
expected, there it lay. A’yellow-enveloped message. 

He tore it open,' and read : 

CONSTABLE LUDEN - - ARROVO WEST VIRGINIA 

- FORM POSSE IMMEDIATELY AND GO TO HUT OF OLD 
^ PETE PROTECT OLD PETE UNTIL MY ARRIVAL NOTIFY , 

, ” " CRUMIT KROSAC RETURNING IF ANYTHING HAS HAP- ^ 

PENED BY TIME YOU REACH" HUT PICK UP KROSAC ^ , 

- - ~ TRAIL BUT LEAVE SCENE OF CRIME INTACT I ^ ‘ 

.ELLERY QUEEN 
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A panoramic picture ■flaslied before Ellery^s eyes. 
Througb a hideous and mischievous blunder, a turn of the 
fateful wheel, his telegram to Lnden might never have been 
sent at -all for the good it had accomplished. The man in- 
denim padendy explained that the Constable and Mayor 
Matt Hollis had left two mornings before on their annual 
fishing trip ; they were customarily gone a week, camping 
out, angling on the Ohio and its tributaries. They would 
not be back until Sunday. The telegram had arrived a few 
minutes past three the day before ; the man in denim — who 
announced himself as janitor, caretaker, and man-of-all- 
work — had received it, signed for it, and in the absence oft 
Luden and Hollis placed it on the Constable’s desk, where 
it might have lain a week but for Ellery’s fortuitous visit. 
The janitor seemed to have something pressing in mind, and. 
began a rambling dissertation, but- Ellery brushed him^ 
aside and, dim horror in his eyes, scrambled back to 
Arroyo’s main street and leaped into the Duesenberg. 

He sent it roaring around the comer and along the route 
he recalled firom his previous eiqiedition with Isham and 
Constable Luden. There was no time to communicate with 
District Attorney Crumit of Hancock County or with ' 
Colonel Pickett of the county troopers If what he feared 
had not yet occurred, he -was certain he could handle’ any 
situation which might arise ; in the pocket of the Ducsen- 
berg lay a loaded automatic. If it had occurred. ... 

He left the car in the old clump of bushes — ^faint traces of 
his last visit were still impressedT' despite the rain, in the 
densely brush-covered earth and grass — ^and, automatic in 
hand, began the hard ascent up the moxmtain along the dim 
trail Constable Luden had followed.* He climbed rapidly, 
and yet with caution ; he had no idea of what he might 
encounter, and he was grimly determined not to be caught 
unaw’arcs by anything or anybody. The lush, dense -woods 
were quiet. He slipped along, praying that he might be in 
time, conscious through the faint waming-bell ringing in 
his brain that it was too late. 

He crouched behind a tree" and peered out into the 
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- clearing. .The fence was intact. Although the front door 
was shut, Ellery felt encouraged. At the same time he was 
taking no "chances. He slipped the safety-catch of the 
autolnatic^back and emerged noiselessly from behind the 
.free. Was that the familiar beard-fringed face of Old Pete 
at the barbed-wired window ? No j it had been his imagina- 
tion; Clumsily he went over the fence, gripping the weapon 
.still. And then hemoticed the footprints . . . 

He stood where he was for a full three minutes, studying 
the sto^ as it was clearly told by the marks on the damp 
earth. T^en, avoiding these tell-tale impressions, he circled 
'\videly, setting his own feet down with care until he 
reached the door. . 

The door, he now observed, was not entirely closed, as he 
had thought at first glance. A tiny crack was visible. 

_ Automatic- in his right hand, he stooped and placed his 
ear to the crack. No sound came from the interior of the 
' shack. He straightened, and with his left hand struck the 
door a smashing blow, so that it swung back quickly, reveal- 
. ing th6 interior. . . . 

For the space of several heartbeats he stood that way, 
left hand in mid-air, right hand levelling the weapon at the 
interior of the hut, eyes riveted on the horrible scene before 
him. 

Thenhe sprang across the threshold and bolted the heavy 
door securely behind" him. 

f 

• •••••• ** 

/ 

At 12.50 the Duesenberg screeched to a stop before tlie 
Municipal Hall again, -and deposited Ellery on the side- 
walk. A strange young man, the janitor must have thought, 
for his hair Was dishevelled, in his eyes burned a maniacal 

- light, and he pounced on the man as if he contemplated 
nothing less than mayhem. 

“ H’lo,” said the man in denim uncertainly. He was 
still sweeping the walk under the hot sim. “ So yeVe back, 
hey ? Had somethin’ t’tell ye, Mistuh, but ye wouldn’t let 
me ’fore. Y’r name ain’t ? ” 
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“ Stow it/* snapped Ellery. “ You seem to be the' sole 
gentleman of ofiidal responsibility left in this energetic , 
bailiwick. You*ve got to do something for rpe, Mcss<±^ * 
Janitor. Some men from New York are going to be here — - 
when, I don’t know. But if it takes hoinrs, you’ve got to , / 
wait here, do you understand ? ” 

** We-ell,” said the janitor, leaning on his broom, I ^ 
don’t righdy know-Listen, you ain’t a man by th’ name o’ ' 
Queen, no%v, are ye ? ” * , 

Ellery stared. ** Yes. Why ? ” - ' ' 

The janitor fished in the depths of a roomy denim . 
pocket, and paused to . expectorate a stream of brown 
liquid. Then he brought out a fi3lded scrap of paper. “ Tried ’ 
to tell ye ’fore, when you was here, Mr. Queen, but^yc 
didn’t give me no chance. Feller left this here note fer ye — 
tall ugly sort o’ coot. Looked like ol’ Abe Lincoln, by gee.** 

** Yardley 1 ” ejaculated Ellery, snatching the note. - 
** Heavens, man, why the devil didn’t you tell me before ? ** > 
He almost ripped the sheet'in his haste to unfold it. 

It was a hurried pencil scrawl signed by die Trofessof : 

Dear Queen : 

Explanations in order. Modem znagic enabled me to anticipate 
you After you left I was worried, and tried vainly to get on the 
trail of Vaughn and Isham. I.discovered enough to find that they 
had received word of a seemingly authentic trail to the Lynns, 
from Massachusetts. Left your message vvith Vaughn’s man. 
Didn’t fancy the idea of your trailing a bloodthirsty savage like 
Krosac alone. Nothing stirring in Bradwood — ^Dr. T, left for New 
York. Hcster*bound, I’ll warrant, Romance? 

Dp all night during the storm — couldn’t sleep. Storm abated ^ 
and at six a.m. 1 was in Ivlineola Flymg conditions better, aild 
I persuaded a private flyer to take me south-w'est. Landed near 
Arroyo 10 a.rn. this morning. (Most of above written in ’plane.) 

Lalrr * Can’t find hut or anyone w’ho know’s how to get there- 
Luden gone, town’s dead. Your telegram, I suppose, imopcned. 
Fe^ the worst, of course, especially since I have picked up the 
trail of a hmpirg rmn (this was hearily underscored) in \acinity. „ 
Limping man carrying a small bag (must be Krosac, for descrip- 
tion is vague ; man kept face mufilcd) hired private auto m 
Yellow Creek, just across Ohio R. from Arroyo, at 11.30 last 
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* J '' 

D^ht. Have talked with owner of car ; he took Krosac to Stcuben- 
, ville, Or, dropped him at hotel there. . . Anti going to follow K 
/ myself, 'leaving this message for ypu with the superintelligent 
jamtor at Arroyo Muracipal Hall. Go to Steubenville at once , 
if I ^find another trail will leave note at Fort Steuben Hotel for 
' you Hurnedlyj 

» ’ / Yardley. 

^ > 

Ellery’s eyes were wild. “ What time did your friend 
'Abraham Lincoln write this note, jamtor ? ” 

** ’Leven o’clock or there’bout,” drawled the jamtor. 
s ** Not long ’fore ye came yerself.” 

“ Now I know,” groaned Ellery, “ why men commit 
" murder. . . . When did the rain stop last mght ? ” he asked 
- suddenly, struck by a thought 

, - “ Hour or so ’fore midnight. Rain petered out hyah, 

though *twas pourin’ like fury ’cross th’ river all night. 
Listen- here, Mr. Queen, don’t ye think ” 

” No,” said Ellery firmly. " Give this note to the men 
from New York when they arrive ” He scribbledan addi- 
' tional message on the blank side of the sheet and pressed the 
"paper into the janitor’s hand ** Stay out here — sweep, 
chaw, do anything you like — but stick to this walk until 
' they .come. Isham, Vaughn. Police. Do you understand ^ 
Isham, Vaughn. Give ’em this note Here’s something Ibr 
; your "trouble ” 

He tossed a bill toward the janitor, jumped into the 
Duesenberg, and was off down Arroyo’s mam street m a 
cloud of dust. ' 


28: TWICE DEA'd 

7 < 

I 

Inspector Vaughn and District Attorney Isham 
motored into'Bradwood at eight o’clodc Wednesday morn- 
ing, tired, but happy With them was a man from tlie 
Ximted States Attorney’s ofiice. And seated in the tonneau, 

sull^y defiant, were Percy and Elizabeth Lynn. 

% 
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The British thieves were packed off to Mincola imdcr 
guard, and the Inspector was stretching his anns at luxur* 
ious ease when his lieutenant. Bill, ran up \yaving his^rms- 
and tallong fast. The expression of triumph faded from ' 
Vaughn’s face, to be replaced by one of anxiety. Isham 
heard the full story left by Professor Yardley and swore , * 
fretfully. ' . , * * 

** What the deuce shall we do ? ” ' ' 

Vaughn snapped : “ Follow, of course ! ” and. climbed - 
back into the police car. The District Attorney rubbed his 
bald spot and followed with the weariness of resignation. ^ 

In hlineola, at the flying field, they picked up news of 
Yardley. The Professor had hired an aeroplane at six that - 
morning, headed for an imnamed destination south-west. 
Ten minutes later they were in the air, ivinging toward the 
' same goal in the enclosed cabin of a powerful tri-motored 
machine. 


It w'as 1.30 p.m. when they trudged into Arroyo. The. 
’plane had set them down in a pasture a quarter-mile out 
of town. They headed for the Municipal Hall. A man in 
blue denim sat on the steps of the building, a jagged broom 
at his feet, snoring peacefully. He scrambled to his feet at 
the Inspector’s growl. 

“ You from N’Yawk ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Name o’ Vaughn, er Ish’m, er somethin’ ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Got a note fer ye.” The janitor opened his huge palm 
in it, crumpled and dirty and damp but intact, lay Pro- 
fessor Yardley’s note. 

They read the Professor’s message in silence, and then 
turned the paper o\ er. Ellery had scribbled the addendum : 

I 

Yardlcj'^s note self-explanatory. I’ve been to the shack. Fearful 
tness there. Follow as soon as you can. Girding footprints before 
hut mine — other pair. . . Figure it out for yourself. Be quick if 
you want to be in at the kill. Q^. 
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r - ' ** It’s happened,” groaned Isham. 

. , ** What time did Mr. Queen leave here ? ” snarled 

-Vaughn. » 

/ “ ’Bout one o’clock,” replied the janitor. “ Say, whut’s 

- goin’, on,' Cap P^Peck o’ traipsin’ ’bout, seems to me.” 

Come on, Isham,” muttered the Inspector. " Lead the 
way. We’ve got to see that hut first ” 

_They swung off rpimd the corner, leaving the janitor 
staring and shaking his head. 

• « • • • * if * 

I 

■- f 

The hut’s door was closed. 

Isham and Vaughn with diflSculty scaled the barbed- 
wire fence. “ Don’t walk over those prints,” said the In- 
spector-shordy. Let’s see. . . . These are Queen’s, I guess, 

the ones that make the detour. The other set ” 

* They^stood sdll ’and followed with their eyes the line of 
footprints which Ellery had observed httle more than an 
hour before. There were two complete sets made by the 
. same pair orshoes ; and, with the exception of Ellery’s, no 
others. The "two sets were plainly defined : one going firom 
the fence, Jo the door -of the shack ; the other returning on 
a. slightly deviating line. Beyond the wire fence the rocky 
nature of the ground precluded a visible trail The prints 
' whjch approached the cabin were more deeply impressed 
in the earth than those which left. In all the footprints the 
impression of the nght foot was heavier than the correspond- 
ing impression of the left. 

>- - “ The linipmg trail, all nght,” mumbled Vaughn. “ That 

. first set — queer.” He advanced around the double track of 
footprints and opened the door, Isham following 

They stared -in raw horror at what they saw. 

On the wail opposite the door, nailed to the rough- 
hewn logs like a trophy, was the body of a ms’ll* It was 
, headless. The legs had been nailed close togetlier. From 
the "bloody tatters in which it was clad — the tatters of 
the pseudo-hillman — ^it was the corpse of tlie unfortunate 
schoolmaster. 
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Blood had dripped to the stone floor. Blood had spat- 
tered over the walls. The shack, which had been so neat ^ 
and cosy, when Isham had visited it before^ now looked ' 
lake the inner shnne of an abattoir. The. rush-mats were,’*. 
- motded wdth'thick red spotst^ The floor -showed red streaifcs 
and smears. The top of the sturdy old table, swept clean .of 
its usual objects, had been utihsed as a slate ; and on this 
" slate, in a gigantic letter of blood, was the faniiliar..symboI 
of Krosac’s vengeance — a, capital T. 

** Jeeze,” muttered Vaughn. ** It turns your Stomach.*! ' 
think I’d choke that cannibal with my bare hands, justifica- 
tion or not, if I got hold of him.” 

“ I’m going outside,” said IsHam hoarsely. " I feel — . , 
faint.” He stagg^ed through the doonvay “ and leaned 
ageunst the wall outside, retching with nausea. ' . 

Inspector Vaughn blinked, squared his shoulders, and 
stepped across the room. He avoided the stiffened pools of 
blood. He touched the body ; it was rigid. Little trickles of 
red emanated from the spike-heads in the pahns and feet. 

“ Dead about fifteen hours,” thought Vaughn, clenching 
his fist. His face was white as he stared up at the crucified 
corpse. With a raw crin^on hole where the head had been, 
\rith the arms stiffly outstretched, with the legs together, it > 
was a grotesque and insane travesty on a devil’s humour . . . 
a monstrous and monster T formed of dead human flesh. 

Vaughn shook the vertigo out of his head and stepped > 
back He reflected dully that there must have been some- - 
thing of a struggle ; for on the floor near the table lay 
several objects which told a gruesome story. The first was 
a heavy axe, its haft and blade painted with dry blood ; 
obviously the weapon which had ^decapitated ^dreja 
Tvar. The second was a round coil of bandage, like a two- 
dimensional doughnut ; its edges were flayed and dirty, 
and it was soaked through on one side with a brownisH- 
. red liquid, now’ drj'. The Inspector stooped and gingerly 
picked up the coil ; it came apart as he lifted it and, some- 
what to his s'urprise, he saw that it had been sliced through 
by a sharp implement. A scissors, Vaughn conjectured ; 
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and looked about. Yes, a few feet away on the floor, as if it 
had been flung there in desperate haste, lay a heavy shears. 
, Vaughn went to the door ; Isham, while pale and peaked- 
lobkingy had partially recovered. “ What’s this look like to 
you asked Vaughn, holding up the severed coil of band- 
age. “ Gripes, .you picked out a nice open place to be sick 
in, Isham » ” 

' The-District Attorney crinkled his nose. He looked miser- 
able. Bandage around a wrist,” he faltered. “ And a bad 
wound, too, to judge from the bloodstains and iodine on it.” 

You’re right,” said Vaughn grimly. “ From the cir- 
cumference of the coil it must be a wrist There isn’t an- 
other partjof the human body exactly that small around, 
not even the ankle. I’m afraid Mr. Krosac has a httle 
wound-stnpe on his wrist ! ” 

Either there was a fight or he cut himself while he 
-was-::was butchering the body,” ventured Isham with 
a shiver. “ But why did he leave the bandage for us to 
find?” ' - 

“ Easy. See how bloody it is Cut must have been made 
early in the fight, or whatever it was So he cut off his first 
bandage and^put on a fresh one ... As for why he left it 
~he w^ in one sweet hurry, Isham, to get out of the neigh- 
bourhood of this shack. And he’s not really in danger, I 
suppose. The very fact that he left the bandage tends to 
show that the wound is in a place which can be kept 
. covered.' Cuff probably hides it. Let’s go back inside.” 

Ishain gulped and bravely followed the Inspector back 
into the hut Vaughn pointed out the axe and shears ; and 
then indicated a large opaque bottle lying on the floor near 
the spot where he had found the bandage, a bottle of dark 
blue glass without a label. It was almost empty , most of 
its contents .stained the floor brown where it lay, and its 
cork had bounced a few feet away. Near by lay a roll of 
Bandage, partly ^unwound. 

“ Iodine,” said Vaughn. “ That tells the whole story. 
He got it froiri that medicine shelf over there when he cut 
himself Left the bottle on the table and later upset it by 
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accident, or just threw it on the floor — he should" give a 
damn. It’s thick glass, and didn’t break.” 

They went to' the wall where the body hung ; several 
feet to the side, in a comer, over the basin-like arrange- 
ment and the pump-handle, was the shelf which Isham had ^ 
noticed on his previous visit to the shack. Except for two 
spaces the shelf ^vas full ; upon it stood a large blue pack- ^ 
age of cotton, a tube of tooth-paste, a roll of adhesive, a 
roll of bandage and one of gauze, a small bottle labelled 
iodine and a companion bottle labelled mercurochrome, 
and several small bottles and jars — cathartics, ai^irin, zinc 
salve, vasehne, and the like. 

** It’s dear enough,” said the Inspector gloomily. ** He 
used Van’s stuff The bandage and the big bottle of i<^nc 
came from Van’s shelf, and he should worry about putting ' 
’em back.” 

** Just a minute,” said Isham, frowning. “ You’re jump- 
ing to the conclusion that it was Krosac who was cut. Sup- 
pose it was this poor chump hanging on the wall. Don’t - 
you see, Vaughn ? If it -wrasn’t Krosac who got the wound, 
and it was Van, then we’d be on a false trail if we looked ' 
for a man -with a cut wrist, thinking it was Krosac.” - - - 

“ You’re not so dumb,” exdaimed Vaughn.'' Never 
thought of that. Well ! ” He threw back his chunky - 
shoulders. “ Only one thing to do — ^take a look at the 
body.” He advanced toward the wall with set- lips. 

“ Oh, say,” groaned Isham, wincing, “ I — ^I’d rather 
not^ Vaughn.” i 

" Listen,” snarled Vaughn, ** I don’t like this job any 
more than you do. But it’s got to be done.-C!ome on.” 

Ten minutes later the headless body lay on the floor. ^ 
They had extracted the spikes from the palms and feet._ 
The rags Vaughn had shorn away from the corpse and it . 
lay nude and white, a mockery of Gkad’s image Isham 
leaned against the wall \vith his hands pressed to his 
stomach. It was the Inspector ^\'ho, \vith an effort, "went 
over the bare flesh for wounds ; turned the hideous thing 
over, and repeated his examination on the back. 
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- “ No,” he said; rising, “ no wounds except the nail-holes 
"in tho palms and feet. That wrist cut is Krosac’s, all right.” 
“ 'Let’s get out of here, Vaughn. Please ” 

They returned to Arroyo in thick silence, breathing 
(Jeeply^jof the untainted air. In town Inspector Vaughn 
sought out a telephone, and called Weirton, the county 
seat.^e spoke to District Attorney Grumit for five minutes. 
Then he hung up and rejoined Isham. 

“ Grumit’ll keep quiet,” he said grimly “ Was he sur- 
prised f But It won’t leak out and that’s all I’m interested 
in. He’s" bringing Golonel Pickett down here, and the 
Goroner. I told him we took a few hberties with Hancock 
Gounty’s newest stiff.” He chuckled humorlessly as they 
emerged into Arroyo’s main street and hurried toward the 
tiny garage. “ Second time they’ll have to hold an inquest 
into the death of Andrew Van ! ” 

' "Isham said nothing ; he \y^s still in the clutch of nausea. 
They hired a fast car and set out — an hour and a half 
behind Ellery — ^raising an identical cloud of dust They 
'headed for-the Ohio River, the bridge, and Steubenville. 


CHALLENGE TO THE READER 





IVho IS the murderer? 

It has been my custom to challenge the reader*s wits ai 
such point in my novels at which the reader is in possession . 
of all facts necessary to a correct solution of the. crime or 
crimes. The Egyptian Cross Mystery £r no ' 
exception : by the exercise of strict logic and deductions 
from given data you should now be able, not merely to guess, - _ ' 
but to prove the identity of the culprit. 

There are no ife and buts in the only proper solution, 
as you will find upon reading the explanatoiy chapter. And ' ' 
although logic requires no hdpmg hand from fortune — good 
reasoning and good luck > ' ' . ' 

^ — Ellery Queen. “ . 
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29: A MATTER 'OF GEOGRAPHY 

That was an historic Wednesday, the beginning of as 
.odd and exciting a na.anhunt as the records of four States 
contained It covered some five hundred ind fifty miles of 
zigzag territory It involved the use of all forms of modern 
rapid transit — ^automobile, express tram, and aeroplane 
Five men took part in it — ^and a sixth whose participation 
came as a complete surprise And it covered, from the time 
Ellery set foot in Steubenville, Ohio, mne hard hours which 
to all except the leader seemed mne centunes 
A triple pursuit. ... It was remarkable how they chased 
one another — a long strung-out hunt in which the quarry 
was always just out of reach , in which there was no time 
for rest, for food, for consultation 


At 1.30 Wednesday afternoon — just as District Attorney 
Isham and Inspector Vaughn trudged up to the Mumcipal 
Hall in Arroyo — Ellery Queen raced his Deusenberg mto 
Steubenville, a busy town, and after a short delay during 
'which he questioned a trafiic officer, pulled up before the 
Fort Steuben Hotel 

H« pince-nez glasses were awry on his nose, and his hat 
was pushed far back on his head. He looked the motion- 
pictUre conception of a reporter, and perhaps that is what 
the clerk at the hotel desk took him for , for he grinned 
anH^neglected to push the register forward 

You’re Mr. Ellery Queen, aren’t you ^ ” he asked, be- 
'forfe Ellery could catch his breath. 

“ Yes ! How did you know, ^ ” ‘ 

, Mr Yardley described you,” said the clerk, and 
said you’d be along this afternoon. He left this note for 
you ” ‘ ’ 


Good man * ” cried Ellery 


“ Let’s have it 
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The note had been -written in great haste, in a most 
unprofessoiial scrawl ; - ' 

Queen ; „ ^ _ 

Don’t stop to question derk. Have all information necessa^^. 
Man of K’s description stopped this hotel arriving about mid- 
night last night. Left 7.30 this a m. in hired car. Lknp discarded - 
on leaving hotel, but sports bandaged wnst which puzzles 
me. Broad trail sho-ivs no fear of pursuit; actually said he was^ 
going to Zanesville. Going after him by car. Have vague descr^ 
tion from clerk. Will leave further instructions for you with clerk ^ 
Clarendon Hotd, Zanesville. 

' Yardiey. 

Ellery’s eyes were gleaming as he tucked the mote into his 
pocket. “ At what time did Mr. Yardley leave Steuben- 
viUe?” _ - “ 

** Noon, sir, in a hired car.” 

“ Zanesville, eh ? ” Ellery was thoughtful. Then he 
picked up a telephone and said : ** Let me have the Chief* 
of Police of Zanesville, please. . . . Hello. Police depart-,, 
ment ? Let me speak to Ae Chief. . . . Hurry ! Never naind 
who I am. ; . . HcUo ! This is Ellery Quedi of New York 
City speaking. Son of Inspector Bichard Queen -of the 
New York homicide squad. . . . Yes I I’m in Steubenville, 
Chief, and I’m on the trail of a tall dark man with a ban- 
daged -wrist in a hired "automobile, followed by' a tall 
man with a beard in another hired car. . . . The Erst man’s 
a killer. . . . Yes 1 He left Steuben-ville at half-past seven 
this morning. . . . Hmm. I suppose you’re right ; he must , 
have passed through long ago. Pick up what trail you can, 
please. The second man can’t have reached Zanesville 
yet. . . . Keep in touch vrith the derk at the Clareiidon 
Hotel. I’ll stop by as soon as I can.” 

He hung up and dashed out of the Fort Steuben Hotel. 
The Duesenberg, like the Pony Eiqir^, clattered off to- 
ward the west. ' 


In ZanesviUe Ellery quickly found the 'Clarendon Hotel, 
the Clarendon ’ Hotd .dwk, and a short tubby man in * 
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p»lice,4imform who met him with outstretched hand and 
a wide Rotarian snule. 

- ? ’’ demanded Ellery. 

' " Tm Hardy, the Chief here,” said the fat man. “ Your 
man^^th the chm-whiskers telephoned a message to 'the 
clerk hot long ago. At least, he identified himself as such. 
Seems that the first man changed his route and instead of 
coming to Zanesville took the road to Columbus.” 

- Oh, heavens ! ” cried Ellery. ” I might have known 
Yardley. would bungle it, poor old bookworm. Have you 
"notified Columbus ? ” ' 

** Sure have. "Important arrest, Mr. Queen ^ ” 

“ Important enough,” said Ellery shortly. “ Thanlc you. 
Chief. I’m oh ” ' 

^ „ “ Excuse me,” said the cleik timidly. ” But the gentleman 
-who called said he would leave a message for you at the 
'Seneca Hotel in Columbus. The clerk there is a friend 
>bf mine.” 

Ellery reh eated with celerity, leaving the short gentleman 
in' uniform shghtly bewildered. 


- At 7 o’clock — ^while Vaughn and Isham were blundering 
along the muddled trail between Steubenville and Colum- 
bi3®^ — ^Ellery was threading his way through East Broad 
Sti^t in -Columbus looking for the Seneca Hotel, after a 
hair-raising drive from Zanesville. 

He met. with no obstacle this tune From the clerk 
behind the desk he got Yardley ’s scribbled message : 

"Qpeek : 

Fooled me that time, but I qmddy picked up the scent again 
Don’t think it was intentional on his part-just chan^d ms min 
and went on to Columbus Have wasted a htUe tune, but discover 
that K. took tram out of here at i o’clock for Indianapolis, 
takmg ’plane here to make up lost time What fun • Shoot a ong, 
‘young man. May catch the fox in Indianapolis, and 'wnli your lacc 
beredi - ' , Y. 
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“ When he gets colloquial,” muttered Ellery to Mmself, 

** he’s almost insufferable What time did this gentleman 

write the note ? He swabbed the perspiration from his 
grimy brow. 

Five-thirty, sir,” . ' ' ~ 

Ellery snatdied a telephone and put in a, call to Indian- 
apolis. In a few moments he was talking with Police 
Headquarters. He introduced himself and discovered that 
word had already been passed along by the Columbus 
police. Indianapolis was extremely sorry, but identification 
had been difficult from the unsatisfactory description, and 
they had found no trace of the hunted man. 

Ellery hung up with a toss of his head. ^ Any other 
message for me from Mr. Yardley ? ” ' - - 

“ Yes, sir. He said he’d leave word at the airport in- 
Indianapolis.” - 

Ellery produced his wallet. “ A fet largess, old man, for 
rapid service. Gan you get me an aeroplane at once ? ” 

The clerk smiled. “ Mr. Yardley said you might want 
one So I’ve taken the liberty of chartering one for you, 
sir. It’s waitmg at the field.” 

“ Damn Yardley ! ” muttered Ellery, tossing a bill on the 
dfesk. “ He’s stealing my thunder.* Whose chase is this, 
.anyway ? ” Then he griimed and said : “ Great work. 
, I didn’t think I’d find such .intelligence in the hinter- 
land. My car is outside — ^an ancient Deusenberg. Take 
care of it for me, will you ? I’ll be back — God knows 
when.” 

And he was out in the street hailing a taxicab. " Flying 
, field ! ” he shouted. “ Fast ! ” * ' 


It was a little ^ast eight o’clock — ^an hour after Ellery' 
had left Columbus in the chartered aeroplane, nearly three 
hours behind Yardley, and seven hours after their quarry 
bad left Columbus by tiam — ^vhen Vaughn and Isham,' 
two sorely fatigued tiavellexs, raced into Columbus. 
V aughn’s official position had lent their trip wings. 
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' Messages had flashed ahead from Zanesville. An aeroplane 
wait^ for them at the Columbus port. Tliey weie in the 
air, bound for Indianapolis, before District Attorney 
Ish^ could groan three times. 


' The chase would have been humorous had it not had 
such” grim purpose behind it. Elleiy relaxed in his ’plane 
and thought of many thmgs His eyes were abstracted. 

- So much that had been unclear and indecisive for seven 
months was clear now • He went over the entire case in 
his mind, and when he came to tlie murder of Andrew 
Van he regarded the result of his mental labour and found 
it good. 

The plane sailed on, quite as if it hung in the cloud- 
strewn air, and only the crawling of the town-dotted ter- 
rain far below destroyed the illusion of a body at lest. 

Indianapolis Would Yardley pounce on the fox 

there,? It was, Ellery knew after a rapid calculation, tem- 
porally possible. The man who hid beneath the cloak of 
Krosac had left -Columbus by railroad train ; he could not 
reach Indianapolis before approximately six o’clock, per- 
haps a few minutes later — a trip of some five hours by 
rail. Whereas Yardley, leaving Columbus by ’plane at 
5'30, should cover the comparatively short air-distance by 
seven b’clodk Flying conditions were favourable, as Ellery 
could see and feel. Should Krosac’s train be the least bit 
late, or should he be delayed in leaving Indianapolis for 
the^ext stop on his itinerary, there was every possibility 
that the Trofessor would catch up with him. Ellery sighed 
and half-wished that Krosac would evade the Professor’s 
unpractised clutches. Not that Yardley had done badly, 
for. a novice, so far I . < s 

They diifted down on the field of the Indianapolis air- 
port like -a scudding leaf in tlie rosy afterglow of dusk. 
Ellery consulted his watch. It was 8.30 

As three mechanics grabbed the wings of the ’plane and 
rammed chock-blocks under the wheels, a young man in 
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muform came running up to the door of the cabin. Ellery ' 
stepped out and looked around. 

** Mr. Queen ? ** 

He nodded. “ A message for me ? ” he asked eagerly. 

“ Yes, sir. A gentlem_an named Yardley left it for you - - 
a little less than an hour and a half ago. He said it was - 
important.” ■ ' " ^ 

“ A mild -word,” muttered Ellery, grabbing the note. 
This affair, he reflected as he opened it, was becoming a 
saga of wild rides and alternate messages. 

Yardley’s scrawl merely said : 

Q: " / . . 

Looks like the last lap. Thought I might catch up with him, 
but missed him by the skm of my-teeth. Arrived here just as man 
of K.*s description took off m *plane for Chicago That was at ^ ^ 
7.00 o’clock Cannot get ’plane until 7.15 K’s craft due in Chi 
between 8.45 and 9 od. Suggest if you arrive before 8 45 notify r 
Chi pohee to nab our flitting gent, on flying field there. I’m oflT f - 

-- Y, 

f 

“ Mr. Yardley caught a ’plane at seven-fifteen ? ” dc^ , 
manded Elleiy. 

“ That’s right, sir.” 

" Then he should get to Chicago between 9 00 and 
9.15 ? ” ^ 

“ Yes, sir.” 

Ellery slipped a small bill into the young man’s Hand. 

“ Lead me to a telephone and you’re my benefactor for 
life.” ' 

The young man grinned and broke into a run, Ellery 
loping ^ter. . -- 

At the airport terminal-building Ellery frantically put 
in a call to Ghic:ago. Police Headquarter ? Give me the ‘ 
Commissioner. . . . Yes, the Commissioner ofTolice ! . . • 
Hurry, you fool, this is a matter of life and death. . . . 
Commissioner? '^^^lat? . . . Look here, this is 'Ellery 
Queen of New York City and I have a personal message 
for the Commissioner. Important ! ” He stamped his feet 
in impatience as his cautious iiU’^a^tiU at- the other end 
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of the wire asked questions Five minutes of mingled 
' abmo ^d pleading elapsed before the voice of the august 
gentleman who controlled Chicago’s police affairs boomed 
mto~his receiver. ** Commissioner ! You remember me — 
- Inspector Richard Queen’s son. . . . Cleamng up the Long 
Island murders. Yes ! . . . Tall dark man with a band- 
-aged wrist is arriving between 8 45 and 9 00 at Chicago 
to-mght in an "Indianapolis ’plane. ... No ! Don’t nab 
Wm-on the field . . . Matter of personal satisfaction. 
Wfil you have him trailed to wherever he goes, and then 
surround .the place ? . . . Yes. Arrest him only if he tries 
to 'leave Chicago. It’s possible he’s heading for Canada . . . 
or the Pacific coast, yes. . . . He doesn’t know he’s being 
^ followed. . . . Incidentally, look out for a tall man with a 
beard like Abe Lincoln’s on the same field flying from 
Indianapolis— Professor Yardley Tell your people to grant 
him every courtesy. . . ..Thanks and good-bye.” 

** ^d now,” shouted Ellery, to the grinmng young man 
outsiiie the' booth, lead me to a ’plane * ” 

** Where are you going ? ” asked the young man. 

Chicago.” 


At 10 25 the monoplane circled the Chicago field, bril- 
liantly illuminated throughout its length and breadth. 
. Elleryj craning before the glass window, could make out 
, the sprawled hnil dmg s, the hangars, the landing-field, a 
line- of machines, and the scurrymg figures of people. 
These details blurred in the swoop of the landing — ^his pilot 
had been energised by the'ofier of a premium for speed 
— and by the time he regained his breath and the 
proper stomfachic balance they were very near the ground, 
hurthng" toward the Ime. He closed his eyes, and felt 
the wheels of the monoplane bump on the ground ; the 
hature'of the sensation changed, and he opened his eyes 
to see'that they were taxi-ing along the cement in a swift 
ghde. ' ^ - - 

He rose rather uncertainly and fumbled wth his tic. 


V 


1 
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The end. . . , The motor uttered a final tiimnphant roar, 
and the machine’s motion stopped. The phot twisted his 
head and ^^elled : “ Here we are, Mr. Queen ! Did the best 
I could” ' - ' ' 

** Excellent,” said Ellery with a grimace, and staggered, to^ 
the door. There was sudi a thing as obeying orders too 
well. . . . Someone opened the door fi*om the outside, 
and he dropped on to the field. For a moment he blinked 
in the strong glare at a group of men ten feet away, watching 
him. 

He blinked again. There was the tall, pseudo-satulninc 
figure of Professor Yardley, his beard almost horizontal 
in a grin ; the strong beefy figure of Chicago’s police com- 
missioner, whom Ellery recalled from that initial trip to ^ 
the Windy City which he had taken with his father seven 
months before, and v/hich had resulted in his investigation 
of the Arroyo murder several indeterminate figur^, wdiom 
he took to be detectives ; and . . . who was that ? That 
small man in the neat grey suit, mth the neat grey fedora, 
and the neat grey gloves — that little chap with the old 
face and the cocked head . . . ? - ' 

“Dad ! ” he cried, springing forward and, seizing In; 
spector Richard Queen’s gloved hands. “ How in the name - 
of all that’s holy did you get here ? ” 

“ ’Lo, son,” said Inspector Queen dryly. He grinned. 
“ You’re one hell of a detective if you can’t figure it out. 
Your fiiend Hardy, of the Zanes^e police, telephoned 
me in New York after you called him, and I told him you 
were my son. Just wanted to check up on you, he said. 

I put two and tsvo together, decided it was the end of 
your case, figured your man would head either for Chi- 
cago or St. Louis, left New York by ’plane at two, landed 
fifteen minutes ago, and here I am.” 

Ellery threw his arm about his father’s spare shoulders. 
“You’re the eternal -tronder, .the modem Colossus of 
Rhod^. By;, the good Lord, dad, I am glad to .see you. 
It’s a caution how you old fellows get around. . . ..Hullo, ' 
Professor I ” 
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Yardley’s'-cyes twinkled as they shook hands. “ I sup- 
pose I’m' included in the septuagenarian classification? 
Your father and I have had a hearty talk about you, 
young man, and he thinks you’ve got something up your 
sleeve ” 

“ Ah,” said Ellery sobering. “ He does, does he ? How 
d’ye do. Commissioner ? Thanks a thousand times for your 
quick acceptance of my nasty telephone manner. I was 
in the devU of a hurry. . . . Well, sir, what’s the situa- 
tion 

They all walked slowly across the field to the terminal. 
The Gonunissioner said : It looks great, Mr. Queen. Your 
man arrived by ’plane at five minutes to nine — ^we barely 
got our' detectives here’ in time. He doesn’t suspect a 
thing.** ' ' _ 

, “ I was just twenty minutes late,” sighed the Professor. 

“ I was' never so fiightened in my life as when I hauled 
nay crealong old bones out of the ship and a* detective 
grasped' my arm. ‘ Yardley ? ’ he said in a stem voice. 
‘Well; my boy, I ” 

“ Hmm, yes,” said Ellery. “ Where is — er — ^Krosac 
now. Commissioner ? ” 

** He took his sweet time getting off the field, and at five 
after nine he got into a tari and was driven to a third-rate 
hotel in the Loop — ^the Rockford. He didn’t know it,” 
added the Commissioner grimly, “ but he had an escort 
of four police cars all the vra.y He’s there now, in his 
-room.” 

He can’t get away ? ” asked Ellery anxiously. 

** Afr. Queen ! ” said the Commissioner in an offended 
voice. 

^ The Inspector ' chuckled^ ” Incidentally, I understand 
that Vaughn and Tsham of Nassau County are trailing you, 
-son. Aren’t you going to ■wait for them ? ” 

Ellery stopped short. Heavens, I forgot about tliem ! 
Gonunissioner, will you be kind enough to detail someone 
as an ^cort for Inspector’ Vaughn and District Attorney 
Isham as soon as they arrive ? They’re only an hour or 
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SO behind me. Have them taken to the Rockford HoteL , 
Itv^ould be a shame to cut them out of the lasfact ! ** 

• ••••••*, ^s> 

1 - 'r 

But District Attorney Isham and Inspector Vaughn were 
considerably less than an hour behind Ellery. Theyde- , 
scended out of the dark sky upon the' Chicago airport at 
precisely eleven o’clock, were met by several detectives, 
and were escorted to the Loop in police cars. 

The reunion of the pilgrims was slightly hilarious. They 
met in a private suite at the Rockford, which was thick 
with detectives. Ellery was stretched out on the bed, coat 
off, blissfully resting. Inspector Queen and 'the Commis-. 
sioner were conversmg in a comer' of the room. Professor 
Yardley was washing the accumulated grime of several s 
States off his face and hands in the lavatory. . . They ^ 
looked around, two journey-battered gentlemen with, 
bleary eyes. ^ 

Well ? ” fowled Vaughn. “ Is this the'end^ or do we 
keep on chasing our tails to Alaska ? What is tiiis guy^ — 
a marathon-nmner ? ” ' ' ' 

“ This,” chuckled Ellery, ** is truly the eiid, Inspector. 
Sit down, and you too, Mr. Isham. Rest 'your weary bones. 
We have all night. Mr. Krosac can’t get away. How- 
about a snack? ” - - ' 

There were introductions, steaming food, remarkably- 
hot coffee, laughter and speculation. Through it all Ellery 
remained quiet, his thoughts on something far dist^t. 
Occasionally a detective would report. Once word came, 
that the gentleman in Room 643 — he had registered as„ 
John Chase, Indianapolis — had just telephoned the derk , 
to make a reservation for him on the morning transcoilti- 
nental to San Fmncisco. This was delicateJyvdiscussed j iy 
was evident that Mr. Chase, or Mr. Krosac, was planning 
to leave American shores for an extended tour through, 
the Orient, for it was not reasonable that he would stop 
in San Francisco. " - ^ 

' " By the way,” said Ellery lazily, at a few minutes to 
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.midnight, “ jusi whom do you think. Professor, we’ll turn 
up when we burst in on Mr. John Chase of Indianapolis, 
Room 643 ? ” 

The old Inspector regarded his son quizzically. Yardley 
stared. ** Why, Velja Krosac, of course.” 

** Indeed,” said Ellery, blowing a smoke-ring. > 

The , Professor started. “ What do you mean ? By 
ELrosac I refer, naturally, to the man bom with that 
n^e, but who’s probably known to us by a different 
one.” 

“ Indeed,” said Ellery again. He rose and stretched his 
^arms. “ I do think, gendeman, it’s time we brought Mr — 
Krosac, shall I say ? — to earth. Is everything ready. Com- 
missioner ? ” 

- “Just waiting for the word, Mr. Queen.” 

“ One minute,” said Inspector Vaughn He looked 
wrathfully at Ellery. “ Do you mean to say you Atiow the 
real identity of the man in 643 ? ” 

Of course 1 I’m really astonished. Inspector, at your 
lack of perspicacity. Wasn’t it plain enough ? ” 

“ Plain ? What was plain ? ” 

Ellery ^sighed. “ Never mind. But I daresay you’re in 
for a whopping surprise. Shall we go ? Bn avant ! ” 

Fiye minutes later the corridors on die sixth floor of 
the Rockford Hotel resembled the parade-ground of an 
'army' encampment. There were police and plain-clothes 
men everywhere. The floor above and the floor below 
were impassable. The elevators had been shut down, very 
quiedy_ indeed. Room 643 had only one exit the cor- 
ridor door. 

A sniall and frightened bell-boy had been pressed into 
service. He 'stood before the door, encircled by the group 
—EUery, his father, Vaughn, Isham, the Commissioner, 
Yardley — awaiting the word of command. Ellery looked 
around ; there was no sound except the sound of breathing. 
Then he nodded grimly to the boy. 
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SO behind me. Have them taken to the Rockford Hotel. 

It would be a shame to cut them out of the last act ! 

^ - j 

« • « « • • • * > 

But District Attorney Isham and Inspector Vaughn were . 
considerably less than an hour behind Ellery. They 'de- 
scended out of the dark sky upon the Chicago airport at 
precisely eleven o’clock, were met by several' detectives, 
and were escorted to the Loop in police cars. » ' " - 

The reunion of the pilgrims was slightly hilarious. They 
met in a private suite at the Rockford, which was thick 
with detectives. Ellery was stretched out on the bed, coat ’ 
off, blissftilly resting. Inspector Queen and the Gommis- ^ 
sioner were conversing in a comer of the room. Profesror 
Yardley was washing the accumulated grime of several. 
States off his face and hands in the lavatory. .* , They 

looked around, two journey-battered gentlemen witii^ - 
bleary eyes. 

** Well ? ” growled Vaughn. ** Is this the “end, or do wc 
keep on chasing our tails to ^Alaska ? What is ihis guyr- ” 
a marathon-runner ? ” ' _ ' 

This,” chuckled EUery, “ is truly the end. Inspector^ ' 
Sit down, and you too, Mr. Isham. Rest your weary bones.- 
We have all night. Mr. Krosac can’t get away. How / 
about a snack ? ” 

There were introductions, steaming food, remarkably - 
hot coffee, laughter and speculation. Through it all Ellery 
remained quiet, his thoughts on some thin g far distant. 
Occasionally a detective would report. Once word came 
that the gentleman in Room 643 — he had" registered as 
John Chase, Indianapolis — had just telephoned the dcik ' 
to make a reservation for him on the morning transcoiiti- 
nental to San Francisco. This was delicatelys.discussed J 
was evident that Mr, Chase, or Mr. Rrosac, was planning 
to leave American shores for an extended tour thr ough" 
the Orient, for it was not reasonable thkt he would stop 
in San Francisco. 

By the way,” said Ellery lazily, at a few minutes to 
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. midnight, “just whom do you think. Professor, we’ll turn 
up when we burst in on Mr, John Chase of Indianapolis, 
Room 643 ? ” 

The old Inspector regarded his son quizzically. Yardley 
stared. “ Why, Velja I^osac, of Course.” 

, “'Indeed,” said Ellery, blowing a smoke-ring. 

The. Professor started. “ What do you mean ? By 
Kros'ac I refer, ' naturally, to the man bom with that 
name, but who’s probably known to us by a different 
' ,onc.” 

“ Indeed,” said Ellery again. He rose and stretched his 
- arms. “*1 do think, gendeman, it’s time we brought Mr. — 
Krosac, shall T say ? — to earth. Is everything ready, Com- 
missioner ? ” 

' “Just waiting for the word, Mir. Queen.” 

“ One minute,” said Inspector Vaughn. He looked 
“ wrathfully at Ellery. “ Do you mean to say you know the 
real identity of the man m 643 ? ” 

r “ Of course ! I’m really astonished. Inspector, at your 
■ lack of -perspicacity. Wasn’t it plain enough ? ” 

“ Plain ?. What was plain ? ” ' 

I Ellery sighed. “ Never mind. But I daresay you’re in 
for a whopping surprise. Shall we go ? En avant ! ” 


'' Five minutes later the corridors on the sixth floor of 
the Rockford Hotel resembled the parade-ground of an 
army 'encampment. There were police and plain-clothes 
- men everywhere. The floor above and the floor' below 
. were impassable. The elevators had been shut down, very 
quietly indeed. Room 643 had only one exit — the cor- 
ridor door. 

A small and frightened bell-boy had been pressed into 
' service. He stood before the door, encircled by the group 
— Ellery, his father, Vaughn, Isham, the Commissioner, 
'Yardley — awaiting the word of command. Ellery looked 
around ; there was no sound except the sound of breathing. 
Then he nodded gmnly to the boy. 
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The boy gulped and advanced to the door. TNvo detec- 
tives "with drawn revolvers stood flat against, the panels. 

One of them knocked briskly. There was no jreply ; the ' 
room, as they could tell from the 'transom, was in dark- 
ness and its occupant probably asleep. 'J'> 

The detective knocked again. This time there w^ a , 
faint sound from behind the door, and the creaking of , 
bed-springs. A man^s deep voice called out sharply : ^ 

“ Who’s~ there ? ” .. 'v 

The bell-boy gulped again and cried : “ Serviccjp kfr. , - 
Chase I” ' 

“What ” They heard ^e man snort, -and the bed 

creaked again. “ I didn’t call for service. What do you- 
want, anyway ? ** The door opened and a man’s tousled 
head stuck out. ... , , ~ 

Of all the incidents that followed — the -instant poun^ 

' of the two plain-clothes men, the scrambling ^way of the 
bell-boy, the struggle on the floor, halfivay across' the,' . 
threshold — Ellery remembered only one picture. It was 
in that split-second during which no one moved, during % 
which the man took in the scene in the corridor — the wait- 
ing officials, the detectives, the uniforms, the faces of Ellery 
Queen and District Attorney Isham and Inspector Vaughn. - 
Tlie expression of utter stupefaction that was stamped on 
that white face. The "flared nostrils. The distended eyes. 
The bandage on the wrist of the hand which ^pped the ^ 

jamb ^ - 

- “WhyjHfs — ^it’s ” Professor Yardley wet his lijw 

twice, and could not .find the'words., - - 

“It’s as I knew it would be,” drawled Ellery, a^hc 
watched the fierce struggle on the floor.- “ I knew it as" 
soon as I had-examined the shack in the hills.” ' ^ ' 
They managed to subdue Mr. John Chase, of Room 643. 

A shght dribble of saliva ran from a comer of his mouth. 

His eyes -were wholly mad now. 

They „v/ere the eyes of the schooltoasteri of Arroyo-^ 
Andrew Van. 
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^ ' 30; ELLERY TALKS AGAIN 

^ *- i' - 

\ 

s 

" I*M STUMFED. I?m absolutely stumped,” snapped 
Inspector Vaughn. “I can’t get it through my head how 
a solution was possible from the facts. I’m stumped, Mr. 
Queen, and you’ll have to convince me that it wasn’t just 
' guesswork.” 

” A Qpeen,” said Ellery severely, “ never guesses.” 

It was Thursday, and they were seated in a drawing- 
room compartment of the Twentieth Century Limited, en 
route to New .York. Yardley and Ellery and Inspector 
Qjieen and Isham and Vaughn. A tired but not unhappy 
party. Their faces betrayed the strain of the nerve-racking 
- experience they had been through — ^all except, of course. 
Inspector Queen, who seemed to be enjoying him self in 
his quiet way. 

“ You’re not the first,” chuckled the old man to Vaughn. 
*\I’ve never known it to fail. Every time he solves a hum- 
dinger somebody wants to know how it was done and says 
it was guesswork. I’ll be damned if I know myself how 
he does' it most of the time, even after he explains ” 

*Mt’s pure mjretery to me,” confessed Isham. 

Profesror Yardley seemed nettled at the challenge to his 
intellect. I’m not an untutored individual,” he growled, 
as Ellery grinned, ” but I’ll hang as high as Haman if I 
can see howlo^c applied in this case. It’s been a welter of 
inconsistencies and contradictions from beginning to end. 

“ Wrong,” drawled Ellery. " It was a welter of incon- 
sistencies and contradictions from the beginning to the 
= fourth murder. At that point it became clear as crystal, 

' all the mud decanting off. You see,” he said, knitting his 
' brows, “ all along I felt that if I could grasp just one tiny ' 
piece and place it in the key position, all the other pieces 
s<^sc^ambled and illogical in appearance — ^w'ould take com- 
prehensible shape. That piece was supphed in the West 
Virginia shack.” 
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So you said last night/* grunted the Professor. “ And I 

still can*t see how '' 

Naturailly not. You never exanuned the hut,** 

“ I did,” snarled Vaughn, “ and if you can show me what 
solved the damned thing ” 

* ‘*^Ah, a challenge. Certainly.** Ellery blew smoke lat 
the low' ceiling of the compartment. ** Let me go back a 
bit. Up to the murder in Arroyo Tuesday night, I knew 
little enough. The first murder in A^oyo was altogether 
a mystery until Andrew Van himself appeared. He said 
at that time that his servant Kling had b^n killed by nus-_ 
take, that a man named Velja Krosac with blood-motive 
had been the murderer of tl^ Kling. Thomas Brad, Van’s 
brother, w'as murdered. Stephen Megara, Van’s brother, 
w'as murdered. Megara had confirmed the story of Kro- 
sac, as had the offidal investigators in Yugo-Slavia. -It ’ 
all seemed dear enough in ite general purport— a mono-' 
maniac whose brain had been addled by a lifelong unsatis- 
fied vengeance was running amok among the killers of his 
father and uncles. "When we discovered that the Tvars. 
had also robbed Klrosac of his inheritance, an additional 
motive bolstered the theory. 

** I’ve explained to Professor Yardley that there were two 
definite conclusions to be drawn firom the circumstances 
surroimding the death of Brad. One was that Brad’s mur- 
derer was well-knowTi to him: the other that Brad’s 

^ f 

murderer did not limp. H that correct, Professor ?* 
Yardley nodded, and EEery quickly summarised his rearon- 
ing based on the disposition of the chedeers and the other' 
facts known to Vaughn and Isham. 

But these conclusions got me nowhere. We had already 
assumed the possibility of both without conclusive reason- 
ing. The fact that I proved them was therefore of little 
value. So imtil I foimd the body in the shack my only 
explanation for the queer details of the first diree murders ' 
was iCrosac's insanity and obsession with a peculiar T 
phobia — the se\ ering of the heads, the scrawling of the T*s, 
the very odd T significances surrounding all three crimes.” 
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Ellery -smiled remimscently and regarded his cigarette 
,’widi affection. “ The astonishing part of it was that very 
early in the investigation — ^in fact, seven months ago when 
I looked upon the first horrible corpse in the Weirton 
courthouse — a thought struck me which, had I followed it 
through, might well have terminated tlie case then and 
there It was an alternative explanation for the scattered 
T*s It was just a groping thought, the result of my dis- 
dpline in logic. But it seemed so remote a possibility that 
’ I discarded it ; and continued to discard it when nothing 
occurred thereafter to give it the slightest factual support. 
But it kept persisting. . . .” 

** What was that ? ” asked the Professor with interest. 

' '* You recall when we discussed the Eg^'ptian ” 

^ " Ah, let that go,” said Ellery hastily “ I’ll come to it in 
a moment. Let me first go over the details of the fourth 
murder.** Rapidly he drew a word-picture of the physical 
scene that had met his eye when he stepped over the 
threshold of the barricaded hut just the day before. Yard- 
ley and' Inspector Queen listened with drawn brows, con- 
_ cenhrating on the problem ; but when Ellery had finished 
they regardeH each other blankly. 

* ** A perfect vacuum as far as I*m concerned,** confessed 
the Professor. 

Count me out, too,” said the Inspector. 

Vaughn and Tsham were looking at ^Ellery suspiciously. 

“ " Good lord,” -cried Ellery, flinging his butt out of the 

window, “ it*s so clear 1 There’s an epic story written in 
And around that hut, genflemen. What’s that motto hang- 
ing in the classroom of the School for Scientific Police at 
^ ihxt Palais' de -dad ‘ The eye sees m things only 

what it^looks for, and it looks only for what is already 
in mind.* Our American police might take that to heart, 

- Inspector- Vaughn. 

“ Outside the Kut, the footprints. You examined them 
" . carefully ? ” 

-> Vaughn and Isham nodded. 

, ** Then you must have seen at once the patent fact that 
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only two people were involved in that murder. There | 

two sets of prints — one ingoing, the other outgoing ^4 

the shape and size of the tracks both sets had been made ^ | 

the same shoes. It was possible to_j6x roughly the. time the - | 
tracks had been made. The rain had stopped in i 

at about eleven o’clock -the previous, night. It had hem 
a heavy rain. Had the prints been made before the ram 
stopped they would, in their exposed position, have been , 
completely washed out and obliterated. Then they _ 

made certainly at eleven or later. The condition of the ^ , 
bQdy ci;ucified to the wall of the hut at the time I ^w it _ 
showed me that the victim was dead about fourteen npi^ 
—had died, in other words, at about eleven o’dock the 
mght before. The prints — ^the only prints, incident^y ^ , 

were^ made therefore at approximately the time of the -- 

murder.” ^ " *n. ' ' 

Ellery stuck a fresh cigarette into his mouth. “ What dia . ~ 
the prints reveal ? That only one person had walked into 
and' out of the hut during tihe approximate period of the 
murder. There was only one entrance or exit— -the 
the single window being effectively barred. with barbed 


Ellery applied a. match to his cigarette and puffw . 
thoughtfully. “ It was elementary, then. There was a vic- 
tim and there was a murderer.’ We had found the victim. 
Then it>was ^e ipurderer whose tracks were impressed on ... ' 
the wet earth bdore the shack. The tracks showed a 
limping man — so far, so good. ' - . 

Now, on the stone floor of the hut there were several • 
most illuminating objects. Exhibit Number One was a 
. bloody and iodine-stained coil of bandage which from its , 
shape and circumference could only have been wound about - 
a wfist. Near by lay a partially used roll of bandage.” 

Again Isham and Vaughn nodded, and the Professor 
said : " So that’s it ! I wondered about the wrist.” 

“ Exhibit Number Two : a large blue-glass bottle of 
iodine, its cork a few feet away on the floor. The bottle 
as opaque, and it had no label. 
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t The "question immediately confronted me : On whose 
wrist ' had that bandage been woimd ? .There were two 
people involved : victim and murderer. Then it came from 
one or the other. If the victim had worn the bandage, 
",then one -of his wrists should show a wound. I examined 
the wrists of the corpse — both unmarked. Conclusion : tlie 
.murderer. had cut one of his own wrists By inference 
when he had wielded the axe on the victim’s body, or pos- 
sibly during a struggle before the victim was killed. 

“If the murderer had cut his wrist, it was he then who 
had .used iodine and bandage. The fact that he had cut 
off the bandage later was irrelevant — ^the wound must have 
r - bled profusely, as the bandage indicated, and he merely 
, . changed dressings before leaving the hut.” 

^ Ellery, brandished die smokmg cigarette. “ But observe 
r^what a significant fact has been brought out ! For if the 
murderer used the iodine, what have we ^ It should be 
child’s play now. Don’t you see it yet, any of you ? 

' They tried Very hard, from their scowls and finger- 
, gnawings and looks of deep concentration ; but in the end 
' ; they shook their heads. 

Ellery sank back. “ I suppose it’s one of those things. 
To me It seems extraordinarily clear. Wliat were the two 
characteristics of the iodine-botde, peculiar to that botde 
itself, which the murderer had left on the floor ^ First : it 
Was of opaque blue glass. Second : it bore no label. 

' “ Then how did the murderer know it contained iodine? 

t 

* Professor Yardley’s jaw dropped, and he smote his fore- 
* head in a manner amusingly reminiscent of Distoct Attor- 
v 'Hey Sampson, that admirable prosecutor associated with 
'■Ellery ^and Inspector Qjieen in so many of their metro- 
pohtw cases. “ Oh, what an idiot I am ! ” he groaned. 

“ Of course, of course ! ” c< t > ' 

Vaughn wore a look, of immense surprise. Its so 
.damned simple,” he said in a wondering tone, as if he could 
not, understand how it had escaped his observation. 
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Ellery shrugged. “ These things generally are. You sec, 
therefore, the line of reasoning. The murdejer couldn’t 
have known it was iodine from the bottle itself, since there 
was no label and the blue colour and opacity of the glaa 
disguised the hue of its contents. Then he could have 
known its contents only in one of two alternative ways ! 
either by being familiar with the contents of the bottle from 
previous experience, or by uncorking it and investigating. 

“ Now you recall that there were two blank spaces 
on the medicine-supply shelf above ‘ Old Pete’s’ homely 
little lavatory. It was apparent at once that those two blank 
spaces had held the two, objects on the floor — ^the bottjc 
of iodine and the roll of bandage — ^both of which would 
normally stand on a medidne-shelf. In other words the 
murderer, having wounded himseli^ was constrained to 
apply to the medicine-shelf for bandage and iodine.” 

Ellery grinned. “ But how odd ! What else was on the 
shelf? Surdy you recollect that, among miscdlaneous 
and innocuous artides, there were two bottles which the 
murderer might have taken down for use in his extremity 
— one of iodine and one of mercurochrome, both plattdy ' 
labelled"^ Why, then, should he uncork the unlabellcd, 
opaque botde in a search for an antiseptic when there were 
two clearly marked bottles of antiseptic in full- view ? 
Actually, there c^n be no reason ; no man, a stranger to' 
that hut, wth time at a premium, would eiqilore a bottle 
whose contentfSvere tmpredictable when what he wanted 
was right before Ms eyes all the time. ' ^ - 

“ Then the first of my two possibilities must apply : the 
murderer must have been familiar with the large opaque 
unlabelled bottle, must have kno%vn in advance that it con- 
tained iodine ! But who could have such knowledge ? ” 
Elleiy' sighed. ** And there it was. From the circumstances 
and Van's own story of the isolation of Ms hideaway, 
only one person could have had,such knowledge — ^the owner 
of the hut.” ' ' , 

“ I told you so,” said Inspector Queen excitedly, as he 
reached for his ancient brown snuff-box. 
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We have shown that only two people were involved — 
murderer and victim — ^and that it was the murderer who 
cur his wristband used the iodine. So if the owner of the 
hut, Andreja Tvar, alias Andrew Van, alias Old Pete, was 
the only one who could have known in advance that 
tfie mysterious bottle contained iodine, then it was Andrew 
Van' whose wrist' was cut, and the poor fellow cruafied to' 
the wall was not Andrew Van, but had been murdered by 
Andrew Van ” 

- He lapsed into silence. Inspector Vaughn stirred un- 
' easily, and District Attorney Isham said : “ Yes, but how 
about the 'preceding murders ? You said last night after 
we took Van in custody that the whole thing 'was clear to 
you from beginning to end as soon as you investigated 
the last murder. I can’t see, even granting the argument 
about Van as the culprit in the last murder, how you can 
logically prove him to have been the murderer in the pre- 
ceding crimes.”, 

■ My dear Isham,” said Ellery, raising his eyebrows, 
“/Surely from here it’s an open-and-shut case ^ Just a mat- 
ter of .analysis and common sense. Where did I stand at 
that point ? I knew then that the missing man, the man 
who„ had, left the limp-footpnnts, the murderer, was An- 
drew Van "himself. But that he was the murderer was not 
sufiicient. I could visualise a situation in which Van might 
have murdered a marauding Krosac, for example, purely 
in self-defence ; in which case he could not under any 
circumstances be considered the murderer of the other 
three.fBut one fact stood out ; Andrew Van had kiUed 
somebody .and left the corpse of that somebody in his hut 
iressid m the rags of Old Pete ; which is to say, dressed as 
himself. Then' here was deception ! T. knew then that the 
problem would foti relatively simple. Who had been mur- 
dered in this last butchery ? 

“ The body was not Van’s, as I’ve already shown. T e ^ 
.incongruous possibility that it nught be Brad’s I con- 
sidered and discarded : Brad’s body had been positively 
identified by his widow through the strawberry birthmark 
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on his thigh. Purely for logi^ purposes I asked mysdf in, 
the same vein if this last corpse was Megara^s. No, it could - 
not be ; Dr. Temple had diagnosed Megara’s ailment as 
specific form of hernia, and Dr. Rumsen had found in 
the body strung up on the Helene^ s antenna-mast an iden- 
~ tical hernia. Then the bodies taken to be,Brad*s and Me- 
gara*s had been genuinely theirs. Only two other figure 
were involved in the case — discarding the remote pos- 
sibility of a total stranger : they were Vdja Krosac and , 

. Kling, Van’s manservant.” 

Ellery paused for breath, then continued : '‘-Gould the. 
body have been Elrosac’s ? This would be the superficial ' 
conclusion. Yet if this was Krosac and Van had killed 
him. Van would have had a perfect plea of self-defence I 
All he would have had to do was call in the police, point 
to the body, and with the background of the case known 
and accepted, would have been freed without question. . 
From Van’s viewpomt, if he were an innocent man, such 
a procedure would be mevitable. The feet that Ke didn’t • 
do this proves that he couldr^U Why ? Because the ^ body 
was not Krosac’s ! “ - ' 

“ If it wasnlt Krosac, it must have been -Kling, the only “ 
remaining possibility. But Kling was supposed to have, 
been killed in the ^t crime, that murder in Arroyo at 
the crossroads seven months ago I Ah, but how did we 
~ know that first body was Kling’s ? Only through Van’s , 
o^vn story, and Van is now proved a murderer, and a de- . 
ceiver to boot. We have' a perfect right to hold that any - “ 
unsupported testimony given by Van is open to doubt, 

. and that under the circumstances, since the facts point to , 
' it as the sole possibihty left, the last corpse must have been 
Kling’s.” ' - . ^ ' 

Ellery went on rapidly. " See how everything fell neatly 
into place. With the last body Khng’s, where the devil was 
Krosac ? Brad’s body and Megara’s body are accounted 
for in their respective murders. Then the only person who 
logically could have been done to death m Arroyo seven 
months ago, was Krosac himself I The * devil * who for seven 
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months has been sought by the police of forty-eight states 
and three nations. . . . No wonder no trace of him was 
found. He'was dead all the time.” 

^ Amazing beyond belief,” said the Professor. 

Oh, you hsten to him,” chuckled Inspector Queen. 
, He’s full of surprises like that.” 

A Negro porter appeared with a tray of iced drinks. 
They sipped in silence and stared out of the windows at 
the chamdeon landscape. When he porter had gone, El- 
lery said r “ Who killed Krosac in Arroyo ? We lay down 
the fundamental qualification at once that, whoever com- 
mitted. that first murder, knew and utihsed the history of 
, the Tvars by leaving those T signs. Who had knowledge 
of the Tvar history ? Van, Megara, Brad, and Krosac ; for 
^ both Van and Megara told us that only the Tvar brothers 
'and Krosac'khew this back-history. Gould Megara, then, 
have mmdered Krosac in Arroyo and left the T signs ? 
No j Megara is ruled out for purely geographical reasons — 
he was on the other side of the world.. Brad ? Impossible j 
Mrs. Brad had testified in the presence of persons who 
could deny it if it were untrue, that Brad had entertained 
the National Checker Champion on Christmas Eve and had 
played with him incessantly that night. Krosac, the vic- 
-tim, is" out, of course Kling, the only other physical pos- 
sibility ? No, for /besides being ignorant of the fatal T 
« significances ' he has- been repeatedly characterised as a 
,weak-witted, mbromc individual, who would be mentally 
incapable of executing such an intelhgent crime. Then 
Krosac must-have been murdered by Van, the only factor 
remaining who fihs all the qualifications of the Krosac 
killer.' 

“ And there it was. Van had murdered Klrosac. How, 
under >yhat circumstances ? The story can be pieced to- 
gether.- He knew Krosac was after him and his brothws 
In some way he discovered where Krosac was ^travelling 
with the old lunatic, Stryker. He himself must have baited 
, Krosac mto coming to Arroyo by an anonymous letter. 
Krosac, seeing that his dream of vengeance was actua y on 
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the brink- of fulfilment, swallowed the bait — not question- ; 
mg the source of his information in his eagerness — ^and ■ _ ' 
manoeuvred the movements of his dupe, Stryker, so that 
the caravan came to the neighbourhood of Arroyo. Tfacn,^ 
Krosac — ^Krosac himself, for the one and only time he 
actually appeared in the case as an active participant- 
hired the car from Groker, the-cWeirton garageman, and 
had himself driven to the crossroads.’ Krosac carried no 
valise, you recall, in Weirton — ^significant when you con- 
sider that the murderer did carry a valise in the subser 
quent crimes. Why didn’t Krosac carry a vahsc that first ' 
time — that only time, for him? Because he had no in- - 
tendon of making chop-meat out of his victim ; he was 
probably a sane, -if detenmned, avenger who would have 
been satisfied by the mere death, not the butchery, of 
his enemies If Krosac’s plan had succeeded, w^e should * 
have found the body of the Arroyo schoolmaster, quite 
unmutilated, probably shot to death. 

** But Van, the instigator of the entire chain of events, 
was lying in wait for the unsuspecting avenger, and killed 
him. Having already bound" up and hidden the living 
body of the unfortunate Kling, Van proceeded to dress 
the dead Krosac m his own clothes; then decapitated the 
corpse, and so on and so on. - , , ' 

“ It’s evident that this was the plot of 'Van, or Andreja 
Tvar, firom the beginning. A crime of years in the mak- 
ing. He planned the series of murders in such > way 
that they appeared to be the vengeance of a nian, Krosac, 
who might very well have beconie crazed by years of brood- 
ing. He hid ]^ng away for the express purpose of using 
his body at the end to appear his own. Then his plot 
made it seem that Krosac, after killing an innocent man 
first, murdered two of the Tvar brothers and finally the 
third — a. correction of the apparent error seven months 
before. As for Van, this last deceptive murder made it 
seem as if he, too, had been caught by the monomaniac’s 
revenge j while he himself actually made an escape with 
his life’s sa\angs and the tidy sum which he had craftily 
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‘ manag^ to worm out of his brother Stephen. Meanwhile 
' the police would search eternally for the phantasmal, long- 
dead^ Krosac." . The deceptions in the bodies were easily 

contrived ; remember that Van himself hired Kling in the 
Pittsburgh orphan asylum, and so could select a servant 
whose ph^ical appearance was similar to his own. As 
for the first deception — making Krosac’s body seem to be 
his own — it was probably the similarity in physique be- 
tween himself and Ejrosac — a similanty he discovered when 
. he first located the Montenegrin, before sending the anony- 
mous letter — that helped inspire the entire plot.” 

"'“-You said something before,” remarked, the Inspector 
^ Aoughtfiilly as he’ dipped again into his snuff-box, “ about 
having been on the right trad the beginning but going 
off it. What did you mean ? ” 

" “ And not only in the beginning,” said Ellery mourn- 
' fully. **It kept' recurring throughout the case, and I 
kept throwing it aside. It wasn’t sufficiendy exclusive 
. For, observe. Even in the very first murder one point 
stood out rthe ‘head of the corpse had been severed and 
taken' away. Wdiy ? There seemed to be no answer then 
except the one of the killer’s mania. Later we discovered 
the business of the Tvars and the surface meaning of the 
'T*s-as the^symbol of Krosac’s vengeance. So, of course, we 
said the heads were lopped off to' give the dead bodies the 
physical appearance of a capital T. But that old doubt . . . 

“ For after all there was an alternative explanation for 
'the severing of the heads — a remarkable theory. That the 
; body was made to resemble a T, that the other T elements 
— the crossroads, signpost, and scrawled T in the firet 
crime ; the totem-post in the second , die antenna-mast m 
the ’third (the scrawled T kept recumng, of course— in 
the fourth cnme as,well)_;^ — that all these conglomerate 
elemeiits -had been strewn, about the scenes of die (^mes 
for only one purpose to cover up the fact that the hea ta 
been cut off. Other means of identification being unknown, 
the head, or face, is the most marked means of id^tifymg 
.a corpse. So, I said to myself, it is logically possible that 

V * ^ " 
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these are the crimes not of a monomaniac with a T ob- 
session, but of a perfectly ludd (if unbalanced) plotter. 
wJw cut off heads for the purpose of falsffying Adeni^aiim. 
There seemed to be a confirmation of this : none of the 
heads was found. Wlay didn’t die murderer leave the heads 
at the scenes of his crimes, or nearby, getting rid of them-^ 
as soon as possible — which would be the natural impute , 
of a murderer, insane or not ? The bodies' would still form* 
T’s, still satisfy his T complex. But the heads were irretricvr 
ably gone. It seemed possible to me that all was not exactly 
as it should have been ; yet because this was only a theory, 
and because all the other facts pointed so' damningly to a ' 
crazed vendettist as the murderer, I^kept discarding what , 
was in reality the truth. 

But when, at the investigation of the fourth murder, 

I knew Andreja Tvar to be deus ex machinal the whole 
motif was plain. In his first murder — ^the killing of Krosac 
— ^he was forced to decapitate Krosac to prevent idcnti- - 
fication of the body and to permit an acceptance erf the / 
initial idea diat the body was Van’s, and dic'subsequent 
. idea that the same body was Kling’s. Yet nierdy 'to sever 
the heads would have been to invite suspicion and disaster ; " 
any investigator w'ould have swimg into the right track.' 

So Van manufactured the brilliant and objectively irra- . 
tional conception of maniac-conceived T’s — ^T shapes pf. 
every description and wth no possible interrelationship. 
These so confused the main issue that he was sure no one 
would grasp the real significance of the missing heads ; 
which was, of course, to permit' false identification of the - 
first and last bodies. ■> 

** Once started, naturally, he was forced to continue the 
vagaries of the nightmarish T’s. He had to cut oflf Brad’s 
head, and Megara’s head to maintain the continuity of a 
Krosac-T-phobia interpretation. At the last murder, of „ 
course, the head-severing served a genume pmpose again. 

It was a damnably clever plot, both psychologically and ' 
in execution.” 

“ About the last murder,” said Isham, swallowing. ** Er 
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—was it'jiist my imagination, or was the set of footprints 
leading into the hut deeper than the set coming out ? ” 

, "Excellent, Mr. Isham ! ” cried Ellery. " I’m glad you 
.brought that up — a good' point. It served as a prime 
confirmation of the entire recapitulation of the case. I no- 
ticed,;‘as you say, that the murderer’s footprints approach- 
ing the shack were deeper than those dep?irtmg from it. 
Explanation ? A simple enough syllogism in logic.^ Why 
should the identical footprints in the identical earth be 
heavier in one case than the other Because in one case 
the murderer was carrying something heavy ; in the other 
he' was not— the only argument which will logically ex- 
'plam the strange difference in weight of the same indi- 
vidual in approximately the same period. This fitted 
admirably. 1 knew that Kling’s was the last body found. 
Where had Van kept Kling ? Not in the hut ; then it 
must have been somewhere in the vicinity. Constable 
Luden once said that the hills in West Virginia are rid- 
dled with natural caves ; Van himself at one point said that 
he had found the abandoned hut while he was on a httle 
caoe-gxploring- expedition ! (Probably with this very thought 
in mind 1) So Van went to the cave where he had kept 
Kling a prisoner for long months, got Kling, and earned 
him into the hut. The rain must have stopped after Van 
left the hut to get" Kling, but before he returned carrying 
Kling i it wiped out his outgoing footprints, but took the 
impression of his returning footprints. So the deep prints 
were made when he lugged Klmg into the shack ; and the 
shallower ones when he left the hut after the murder, 
Tor the last time.” 

" Why didn’t he make Kling walk into the hut ? ” de- 
manded Isham. 

V 

^Purchasers of iJlr EUery Q.uecn’s The Greek Coffin Mystp will rcc^l 
that in Its pages was included a little pamphlet entitled flow to Read the 
Queen ’'Stoner In this pamphlet Mr Qjieen outlmcd the idenUcal 
syllogism which appears above — ahttlcjest of his own which hu readers 
could not have been expected to appreciate fiuly, since theyhad no way 
of knowing that this exercise in logic would be an integral part oi me 
tucceedmg novd. — The Editor. 
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“ Obviously because he intended from the first 
a trail to a Imping inan, Krosac. By carrying Kling and ^ L 
limping he achieved the double end of getting the victim “ -i 
into the house and also making it appear that'onc inan— " 'J” 
Krosac — ^had entered. By limping away he clinched fi*® ' * 
illusion of Krosac’s escape. He made only one mi sta k e' : 
he forgot that, weighted down, the impressions in soft' 
earth would be deeper.” ^ 

' ** I can’t get it through my thick skull,” muttered the 
Professor. The man must have been — ^must be^a gemus. “J 
Perverted, and all that ; but that plot of his required ‘a - 
brilliant brain.” - , ' 

** Why not ? ” askdd Ellery dryly. “ An educated man,' 
with years in which to plan. But brilliant nevcrthclesB. 

For example : Van was faced throughout wth this prob- 
lem : he had to arrange mattem so that there was always 
a legitimate reason, for Krosac to have done the very thin^ - 
diat he himself. Van, had to do.‘ That business of the, ' . 
pipe, for instance, and the tumed-about rug with" tike ' 
bloodstain on it, and the deliberate leaving of Brad’s note? c 
I’ve already related to you Krosac* s reason for wanting a 
delay in the discovery of the real scene of the crime — ^whidt „ -v; 
was to have it discovered only when Megara arrived on -" '•j 
the scene, so that Megara could seemingly lead Krosac to “ - 
Van, who from the note Krosac supposedly learned was - 
still alive. 

“ But Van, while he provided us with this ingenious > , 
Krosac reason, as the real murderer had even better rea?^ 
sons for causing the delay. If die police searched the 
library at once they would have found Brad’s note — ^un- 
doubtedly suggested to Brad by Van himsclf^long before 
Megara’s return. They would know at once, then, that 
Van was still alive. If any slip-up in Van’s activities 
caused the police to suspect that Old Pete was Van, then , , 
Van’s position became precarious. Suppose Megara never 
returned, died on shipboard somewhere Then there would , 
be no one left ahve to confirm for the police the fact 
that Old Pete, or Van, was actually a brother of Brad 
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• and Megara. By causing the delay he insured a confirma- 
. tion of his brotherhood at precisely the time Megara re- 
turned. -On* his unsupported word he might come under 
Suspicion ; with Megark to corroborate every statement he 
made, he looked hke an innocent man. 

. “But why should he want to reappear. on the scene 
at all ? Ah, but here we see the real end achieved by his 
coinphcated arrangement of a delay until Megara returned. 
By contriving beforehand that Brad leave the note that 
instituted the whole chain of events which ended with the 
return to the scene of Andrew Van as an accredited 
"BroAer of the Tvars, Van clinched hts inheritance By that 
I mean»* Van could have made the police beheve he 
actually had been murdered m the first crime, and could 
-have remained legally dead thereafter, while he continued 
his plot of kilhng his brothers from the dark of the Kro- 
sac guise. But if he had remained legally dead, how was 
he to collect the money which Brad was leavmg him by 
will ? So he had to come back — alive. And at a time when 
Megara could confirm the fact that Van was a brother. 
^In this way he collected the five thousand dollars due 
him with ' perfect safety. Incidentally, his constraint was 
commendable. Do you recall that Megara, touched by 
his * frightened ’ brother’s plight and his own conscience 
actually offered Van an additional five thousand — ^and, 
Van refused ? He wanted only what was coming to him, 

he said Yes, a clever rogue. He knew that refusal 

Would cement the illusion of the eremctic character he had 
,80 carefully bmlt up. 

“ And finally, by means of the note and the story he 
told on his return to the scene, he prepared the pohce for 
an acceptance of his own second murder, since now they 
knew that a vendettist was on the trail of the Tvars and 
had discovered that he had made a mistake in the first 
murder. Devilish, really.” 

'“Top deep for' me,” said Vaughn, shaking his 
"head.' , 

“ That’s what I’ve been up against ever since I became 
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a father,” murmured Inspector Queen. He sighed, and 
looked happily out of a window. 

But Professor Yardley had no paternity J;o feed his 
ego, and he did not look even remotely happy. He was 
puUing at his short beard with powerful if abstracted- fin- 
gers. “ Granted all that,” he said. I’m an old hand at 
puzzles — chiefly ancient, I confess — so another exaniple of 
man’s ingenuity doesn’t precisely amaze me. But one 
thing does. . . . You say Andreja Tvar, blood-brother to 
Stefen and Tomislav Tvar,' partner in their family and perr 
sonal iniquities, planned for years the-extermmation of thesd 
same brothers V^y^ In thename of a merciless God, why?** 

“ I can see what’s troubling you,” said Ellery thought- 
fully. “ It’s the horrible complexion of the crimes, i^de 
firom motive, there’s an explanation for thai. You will 
grant two things? For the whole plan to be successful, 
it was necessary that Andreja .Tvar do .various unpleasant ► 
things — cut people’s heads ojff (including his brothers’), 
nail dead hands and feet to makeshift crosses, spill an un- 
common quantity of blood. . . . And second, that An- 
dreja Tvar is a madman. He must be. If he was sane 
when he conceived this grotesque plan, he was insane when 
he began to carry it out. Then the whole thing darifiw"' 
— a. madman spills oceans of the divine ichor,' part'bf 
which comes firom the bodies of his own brothers ” Ellery, 
stared at Yardley. Wherein essentially does the difference 
he? You were ready to accept Kxosac as a madman — 
%vhy not Van? The only distinction is the fine one of 
mutilating strangers as against mutilating brothers. -But 
surely even your unprofessional knowledge "of crime in- 
cludes the sordid stories of husbands indnemting wives, 
of sisters chopping sisters into little bloody pieces, .of sons 
battering out the brains of their mothers, of incest and 
degeneracy and every form of inlra-fanuliar crime. It’s 
hard for a normal .human being to understand j but you 
ask my father, or Inspector Vaughn— you’ll hear true 
stories of atrodties that would make that beard of yours' 
curl up in horror.” 
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- True,” said Yardley, “ I can understand such things 
even on a basis of repressed sadism. But the motive, my 

- boy, the motive 1 How the devil could you have known 
Van’s motive if’ up to the fourth crime ^you yourself con- 
sidered. Velja Krosac the culprit ? ” 

, “ The^answer to which,” smiled Ellery, “ is that I didn’t 
know Van’s motive, and that I don’t know it this minute. 
Actually, what difference does it make? A madman’s mo- 
tive — ^it may be as evanescent as air, as hard to crystallise - 
as a pervert’s When I say madman, of course, I don’t 
necessarily mean a raving maniac. Van, as you yourself 
"saw, IS apparently in full possession of his sanity. His 
mania is a quirk, a twist in his brain — ^in everything but 
one he is sane., My father or Inspector Vaughn can quote 
you scores of cases in which murderers are apparently as 
' normal as you or I, but actually are the most vicious 
■psychopathic cases.” 

‘f-I can teU you the motive,” said Inspector Qjieen, sigh- 
ing. “ Too bad you weren’t present last night, son, or 
you. Professor, while the Commissioner and Vaughn, here, 

V had Van on the griddle. Most interesting examination 
I’ve ever attended'. He almost had an epileptic fit, but 
finally he calmed down and told it — ^between curses on 
the' heads of his two brothers.” 

. “ Which, incidentally,” remarked Isham, " he said he 
had sunk' in the Sound with weights. The other heads he 
,, buried in the hills,” 

His' motive against his brother Tomis — ^Tomis — Tom,” 
contiiiued thp old man, “ was the usual thing — a woman. 

It seems that m the old country Van had loved a girl, but 
his brother Tom stole her away firom him — ^the old story. 

~ That was Brad’s first wife who, says Van, died through 
; 'Brad’s ill-treatment. Whether *that’s true or not wdlU 
probably never know ; but that’s "what he says.” 

- “ And against Megara ? ” asked Ellery. “ He seemed a 
decent, if^saturnine, sortjof chap.” 

, “ Well, it’s a little foggy,” rephed Vaughn, scowling at 
his cigar-tip.' ** It seems that Van was the youngest of 
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the three"brothers, and as such wasn’t entitled to any of - 
the old man Tvar’s estate. Seems that Megara and Brad - 
did Van out of his dough, or something. Megara was' the 
eldest, and he controlled the old exchequer And then 
they didn’t give Van a cent of the money they stole from 
the Kxosacs — ^told him he was too young, or something. - 
Did he show them ! ” Vaughn grinned sardonically. ** He ‘ " 
couldn’t squeal, of course, because he was in on it. But - " 

aU this explains why, when the three brothers came to . 
this country. Van broke away from the other two and kept 
by himself. Brad must have felt a -little conscience-stricken, 
because he left Van that five grand. Fat lot of good it 
did both of ’em ! ” ' , 

They were., all silent for a long time. The Twentieth ' 
Century thundered across New York State. 

But Professor Yardley was a bulldog. He refused -to 
loosen his grip on his perplexities He sucked at his pipe 
for many minutes, turning something over in his mind. 
Then he said to Ellery : “ TeH me this, O Omniscience. Do ^ . 
yod believe in coincidence ? ” - '* 

Ellery sprawled on his spine and blew smoke-rings. , 

«- “ The Professor’s in trouble. . . . No, I do not — not in , 
murder, old chap.” ' - ' . ^ 

“ Then how do you explain the tormenting fact,” de- 
manded Yardley, his pipe waggling in rhythm, “ that friend 
Stryker — ^another limatic J heavens ! there’s a coincidence 
in itself ! — appeared both on the scene of the Arroyo crime 
and on the scene of the subsequent crimes 'so far away ? 

For, since Van is the culprit, poor old Ra-Harakht the 
sun-god must be innocent. . . , Isn’t his presence in the 
second murder an appalling coincidence ? ” 

“ You’re a valuable compamon. Professor. I’m glad you 
brought that up,” said Ellery briskly, sitting erect. Of 
course it wasn’t coincidence, as I explained inferentially 
the day we had our first talk in your friend’s selamlik— 
how I love that word 1 Can’t you see theological infer- 
ences from the facts? Krosac was not a m)^, he was, 
reality. He learned that one of the Tvars was in Arroyo^ 
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West Virginia ; it isn’t fanciful to say, therefore, that the 
same ‘ anonymous ’ letter which Van wrote also told Krosac 
where the other Tvars were — Brad in Long Island, Megara 
living with Brad. There- could be no hitch in Van’s own 
plot ; Van knew that Krosac was travelling about wuth 
Stryker in' Illinois, or even farther West, and that since 
he had to pass through West Virginia on his way East, he 
"would tackle the schoolmaster first. 

' ** Very well Krosac, we must beheve, is himself not 

altogether the fool. He is going to kill first the Tvar call- 
ing himself Andrew Van, and then the Tvars calhng them- 
, selves Brad and Megara. He knows, too, that the murder 
" -of the’ poor * unsuspecting ’ schoolmaster. Van, wall raise 
- a hullabaloo, and that it will be necessary for him to hide 
out. Conclusion • why not hide out m the vicmity of his 
second and Jhird victims’ dweUing? So he looks in the 
. New York papers, finds old Ketcham’s ad for the rental 
of Oyster Island, -gets poor Stryker to agree to go there 
and start a sun cult, leases the Island by mail long in ad- 
, vance. . . . You see what happens ? -Krosac is himself 
murdered, Stryker, le pauvre aware of none of the 

nuances, hooks up wa^ equally innocent Romaine, show's 
' Romaine the lease to Oyster Island, and out they go. ^ 
* Which explains the presence of the sun-worshippers and 
' nudists on Oyster Island.” 

" . “ By God,” exclaimed the Inspector, “ Van couldn’t have 
arranged things better if he wanted Stryker a suspect ! ” 

** And that reminds me,” said the Professor tlioughtfuUy. 

” That Egyptian business. Queen You don’t suggest that 
thfere was any preconceived plan in Van’s mind to tie up 
old Stryker’s Egyptology with the murders ? ” 

Thanks to-ybii,” said EUery with a gfin, suggest 
nothing of the' sort Gome to think of it, I made something 
of an ass of mys^ on that ‘ Egyptian cross ’ peroration 
nf mine, didn’t I, Professor ? ” He sa^ up suddenly and 
slapped his thigh. “ Dad, a perfectly cataclysmic thought I 
- ” Listen,” snapped the Inspector, his good humour qmte 
deserting him, ** now that / come to think of it, you must 
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have spent half the Queen bank account hiring aeroplanes 
and whatnot on that wild and woolly chase of -yours up, 
down, and across country. Do I have to foot the bill ? ” 
Ellery chuckled. “ Let me apply logic to the problem. 

I have one of three courses open. The first is" to charge 
my expenses to Nassau County.” He looked at I>istnct 
Attorney Isham, who started, began lio speak, and finally 
sank back with an uncomfortable and rather silly grin bn 
his stout face “ No, I see that — ^to say the least — ^is im-_ 
practicable. The second: to stand. the loss myself.” He 
shook his head" and pursed his lips. ** No, that’s much too 
philanthropic. ... I told you I had a cataclysmic thought.” 

** Wdl,” grumbled Inspector Vaughn, ** if you can’t put 
it down on a swindle-sheet, and you 'won’t stand it your- 
self, I’ll be damned if I see how ” 

“ My dear Inspector,” drawled Ellery, I’ll write a book 
about it, call it as a memento of my sometimes impulsive 
eruption The Egyptian Cross MyMeiy, and let thie public 
pay for It ! ” . ' - 

Stjinis bonus esty , . , - 

Totum bonum ent. 

— Gesta Romanorum. 





